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PREFACE. 



AS the occafion of this poem was real, not 
fiditious ; fo the method purfued in it, was 
rather impofed, by what fpontaneoufly arofe in 
the author's mind, on that occafion, than medi- 
tated, or defigned. Which will appear very pro- 
bable from the nature of it. For it differs from 
the common mode of poetry, which is from long 
narrations to draw ftiort morals. Here, on the 
contrary, the narrative is fhort and the morality 
ariling from it makes the bulk of the poem. The 
reafon of it is, that the fa£ts mentioned did natu- 
rally pour thefe moral refledions on the thought 
of the writer. 
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COMPLAINT. 



NIGHT THE FIRST. 



TIR'D nature's fweet reftorer, balmy flcep! 
He, like the world, his ready vifit pays 
"Where fortune fmiles; the wretched he forfakes: 
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unfully'd with a tear. 

From (hort (as ufual) and difturb'd repofe, 
I wake: how happy they who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeft the grave. 
1 wake, emerging from a fea of dreams 
Tumultuous ; where my wreck'd defponding thought^ 
From wave to wave of fancy'd mifcry. 
At random drove, her helm of rcafon loft : 

Tho* now reftor'd, 'tis only change of pain, 

(A bitter change !) fevercr for fevere. 

The day too Ihort for my diftrefs! and night. 

Even in the zenith of her dark domain. 

Is funfliine, to the colour of my fate. 

Night, fable goddefs! from her ebon throne. 

In raylefs majefty, now ftretches forth 

Her leaden fceptre o'er a flumb'ring world. 

Silence, how dead ! and darknefs, how profound ! 

Nor eye, nor lift'ning ear, an objeft finds ,• 

Creation fleeps. *Tis as the general pulfe 
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4 THE COMPLAINT: 

Of life flood fttll^ and nature made a panfe. 
An awful paufc ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be foon fulfilPd : 
, Fate! drop the curtain ; I can lofe no more. 

Silence, and darknefs! folemn lifters! twins 
From ancient night, who nurfe the tender thought 
To reafon, and on reafon build refolve, 
(That column of true majefty in man) 
Affift me: I will thank you in the grave; 
The grave, your kingdom: there this frame flxall fall 
A viftim facred to your dreary fhirine. 
But what are ye? — Thou, who didft put to flight 
Primaeval filence, when the morning-ftars, - 
Exulting, ftiouted o'er the rifing ball 5 
O Thou, whofc word from fdid darknefs ftruck 
That fpark, the fun, flrikc wifdom from my foul; 
My foul, which flies to thee, her truft, her treafure^ 
As mifers to their gold, while others reft. 

Thro* this opaque of nature, and of foul. 
This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray. 
To lighten, and to ehear. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe,) 
Lead it thro* various fcenes of life and death ; 
And from each fcene, the nobleft truths infpire. 
Nor lefs infpire my conduft, than my fong; 
Teach my beft reafon, reafon ; my beft will 
Teach redlitude; and fix my firm refolve 
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pourM 
On this devoted head, be pourM in vain* 
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NIGHT THE FIRST. 

The .bell ftrikes one. We take no note of time. 
But from its lofs- To give it then a tongue. 
Is wife in man. As i( an angel fpoke, 
I feel the folemn found. Lf heard aright. 
It is the kneli of my departed hours: 
Where aie they? with the years beyond the flooJ. 
It is the fignal that demands difpatch : 
How much is to be done ? my hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o*er life's narrow verge 
Look down — On what ? a fathomlefs aby fs ; 
A dread eternity ! how furely mine ! 
And pan eternity Ijelong to me. 
Poor pcnfioner on the bounties of ap hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abjeft, how auguft, 
Hq^ complicate, how wonderful, is man? 
How paiSng wonder He, who made him fuch ? 
Who centered in our make fuch ftrange extremes ? 
From different natures marvelloully mixt. 

Connexion exquiiite of difltant t^rlds ! 
DiftinguiihM link in being's endlefs chain 1 

Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 

A be^ etherial, fully '4f ^nd abforpt! 

Tho* fully'd, and difhonour'd, ftill divine! 

Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolute ! 

An heir of glory ! a frail child of dud ! 

Helplefs immortal! infe£l infinite! 

A worm! a god! 1 tremble at my felt. 

And in my felf am loft ! at home a flranger. 

Thought wanders up and down, furpriz*d, agliafl, 

J^d wond-fing at her own: how reafon reels! 
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6 THE COMPLAINT: 

O what a miracle to man is man, 
Triumphantly diftrcfsM! what joy, what dread! 
Alternately tranfported, and alarm'd ! 
What can preferve my life? or what deftroy ? 
An angel's arm can't fnatch me from the grave ; 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

*Tis pad conjefture ; all things rife in proof: 
While o'er my limbs fleep's foft dominion fpread, 
What tho* my foul phantaftic meafures trod 
O'er fairy fields; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathlefs woods; or, down the craggy fteep 
Hurl'd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool: 
Or fcal'd the cliiBF; or dancM on hollow winds. 
With antic fhapes, wild natives of the brain? 
Her ceafelefs flight, tho* devious, fpeaks her nature 
Of fubtler eflence than the trodden clod; 
Aftive, aerial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her grofs companion's fall. 
Ev'n filent night proclaims my foul immortal: 
Ev'n filent night proclaims eternal day. 
For human weal, heav'n husbands all events ; 
Dull fleep inftrufts, nor fport vain dreams in vain. 

Why then their lofs deplore, that are not loft? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around. 
In infidel diftrefs? Are angels there? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duft, etherial fire ? 

They live! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd ; and from an eye 
Of tendernefs, let heavenly pity fall 
On me, more juftly number -d with the dead, 
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*• 

Thk is tlie defarti this die follmde : 

How populous, how vital, is the gravel 

This is creation's melancholy vault. 

The vale funereal, the fad cyprefs gloom ; 

The land of apparitions, empty {hades ! 

All, all on earth is ihadow, all beyond 

Is fubftance ; the revcrfc is folly's creed ; «* 

How folid all, where change (hall be no more! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn. 
The twilight of our day, the veftibule. • 
Life's theatre as yet is (hut, and death. 
Strong death, alone can heave the maiTy bar. 
This grofs impediment of clay remove. 
And make us embryos of exiftence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light. 
The future embryo, flumbering in his fire. 
Embryos we muft be, till we burft the (hell. 
Yon ambient azure fliell, and fpring to life. 
The life of gods, O tranfport! and of man. 

Yet man, fool man ! here buries all his thoughts ; 
Inters celeftial hopes without one figh. 
Prifoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon. 
Here pinions all his wifhes ; wing'd by heaven 
To fly at infinite ; and reach it there. 
Where feraphs gather immortality. 
On life's fair tree, faft by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrofial cluft'ring glow 
In His full beam^ and ripen for the juft. 
Where momentary ages are no morel 
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B THE COMPLAINT? 

Where time, and pain, aiid chance^ and death, e^irti 

And is it in the flight of threefcore year^^ 

To pu(h eternity from human thought. 

And fmother foi^Is immortal in the dufl^ 

A foul immortal, fpending all her fires. 

Wafting her ftrength in ftrenuous idlenef?. 

Thrown into tumulj, raptured, or ^ilarm'd. 

At aught this fcene can threaten, or indulge, 

Refembles ocean into tempeft wrought. 

To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this cenfure ? It overwhelms myfelft 
How was my heart encrufted by the wqrld ! 
O how felf-fetter*d was my groyeling foul ! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and roun4 
In filken thought, which reptile fancy fpuA, 
Till darkened reafon lay quite clouded o'er 
With foft copceit of endlcfs comfort here. 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ikies 5 

Night-yifions njay befriend, (a$ (ung above:) 
Our waking dreams are fatal: how I dreamt 
Of things impoffible ? (could fleep do more ?) 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ? 
Of ftable pleafures on the tofling wave ? 
Eternal funi^^ine iq the ftorms of life ? 
How richly were my noon tide-trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeftries of pictured joys? 
Joy behind joy, in endlefs perfpcflive ! 
Till at death's toll, whofe refllefs iron tongue; 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal. 
Starting^ 1 woke, find fouud uiyfelf undpflCo 
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Where now my frenzy's pompous farniturc ? 

The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 

Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me! 

The fpider's moft attenuated thread 

Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 

On earthly blifs ; it breaks at every breeze, 
O ye blcft fcencs of permanent delight! 

Full, above meafure! iafling, beyond bound! 

A perpetuity of blifs is blifs. 

Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end. 

That ghaftly thought would drink up all your joy. 

And quite unparadife the realms of light. 

Safe are you lodg'd above thefe rolling fphcrcs; 

The baleful influence of whofe giddy dance 

Sheds fad viciifitude on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions every hour ; 

And rarely for the better ; or the beft. 

More mortal than the common births of fate. 

Each moment has its fickle, emulous 

Of Time's enormous fcythe, whofe ample fweep 

Strikes empire^ from the root; each moment plays 

His little weapon in the narrower fphere 

Of fweet domcftic comfort, and cuts down 

The faireft bloom of fublunary blifs. 

Blifs! fublunary blifs !-r.proud words, and vain! 
^ Implicit treafon to divine decree! 
I A bold in vafion of the rights of heaven ! 
' I clafpM the phantoms, and 1 found them air. 

P had I weighM it ere my fond embrace ! 

^liat darts gif agony haid mifs'd my heart! 
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Death ! great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine 
To tread out empire^ and to quench the ftars. 
The fan himfelf by thy permiilion flunes ; 
And« one day, thou ihalt pluck him from his fphero* 
Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhauft 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on me ? 
Infatiate archer ! could not one fuffice f 
Thy fhaf t flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was flain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fiU'd her horn. 

Cynthia! why fo pale? Doft thou lament. 
Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelefs change outwhirl'd in human life ? 
How wanes my borrowed blifs ? From fortune's fmile. 
Precarious courtefy! not virtue's fure. 
Self-given, folar, ray of found delight. 

In every vary'd pofture, place, and hour, 
How widow'd every thought of every joy ! 
Thought, bufy thought! too bufy for my peace! 
Thro* the dark poftern of time long elaps'd. 
Led foftly, by the flilnefs of the night. 
Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves!) 
Strays (wretched rover!) o'er the pleafing paft| 
In queft of wretchednefs pervcrfely ftrays ; 
And finds all defart now; and meets the ghoft^ 
Of my departed joys; a numerous train! 

1 rue the riches of my former fate! 
Sweet comfort's blafted clufters I lament; 
I tremble at the bleflings once fo dear ; . 
A»d every pleafure pains me tq the heart. 
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NIGHT THE FIRST. i| 

Yet why complain ? or why complain for one? 
Hangs out the fun his luftre but for me» 
The fmgle man ? are angels all befide ? 
I mourn for millions: 'tis the common lot; 
In this fhape, or in that, has fate entailM 
The mother's throws on all of woman born. 
Not more the children, than fure heirs of pain» 

War, famine, pert, volcano, florm, and fire, 
Inteftine broils, opprcffion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, beficge mankind. 
God's image difinherited of day, 
Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was made. 
There, beings deathlcfs as their haughty lord. 
Are hammered to the galling oar for Dfe ; 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap defpair. 
Some, for hard maflers, broken under arms. 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 
Beg bitter bread thro' realms their valour fav'd. 
If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 
Want, and incurabfc difcafe, (fell pair!) 
On hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feize 
At once ; and make a refuge of the grave : 
How groaning hofpitals ejcft their dead ! 
What numbers groan for fad admiffion there ! 
What numbers, once in fortune's lap high-rfed. 
Solicit the cold hand of charity ! 
To (hock us more, folicit it in vain ! 
Ye filken fonsofpleafure! fmce in pains 
You rue more modifli vifits, vifit here. 
And breathe from your debauch : giye, apd reduce 
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Sarfei(-& dominion o'er you : but fo great 
Your impudence, you bluih at what is right. 

Happy! did forrow feize on fuch alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue fave ; 
jDifeafe invades the chafteft temperance ; 
And punifliment the guiltlefs ; and ^Jarm, 
Thro' thic)ceft fl^ades, purfues the fond of peace^ 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 
And his guard falling, cru(hes him to death. 
Npt happinefs itfelf makes good ]ier name ; 
Our very wifhes give us not our Wilh. 
How diilant oft the thing we doat on moft. 
From that for which we dqat, felicity ? 
The fmootheft courfe of pature has its pains; 
And truest friends, thro' error, wound our reftf 
Without misfortune, what calamities ? 
And what hoftilities, without a foe ? 
Nor arp foes wanting to the bed on earthf 
But endlefs is the lift of humap ills, 
And iighs might fooner fail, than caufe to iigh. 

A part how fmall of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man ? the reft a wafle, 
Rocks, defarts, frozen feas, and burning fands! 
Wild haunts of monfters, poifons, itings, and death, 
Such is earth's melancholy map ! But far 
More fad! this earth is a true map of man : 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To woe's wide empire; where deep troubles tofs^ 
Loud forrows howl, envenom'd paflions bitCj^ 
Ravepous calamities our vitals feif e. 
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And threatning fate wide-opens to devour. 
What then am.I, who forrow for myfelf ? 
In age, in infanqr> from others aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind. 
That, nature's firft, laft leflbn to mankind ; 
The felfifh heart deferves the pain it feels. 
More generous forrow, while it finks, exalts ; 
And confcious yirtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a fecond channel ; who divide. 
They weaken too the torrent of their grief. 
Take then, O world ! thy much indebted tear: 
How fad a fight is human happinefs, 
To thofe whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour! 

thou ! whatever thou art, whofe heart exults! 
Would'fl thou I (hould congratulate thy fate ? 

1 know thou would'ft ; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs. 

The falutary cenfure of a friend. 

Thou happy wretch ! by blindnefs thou art blefl: ; 

By dotage dandled to perpetual fmile$. 

It 

Know, fmiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas'd ; 
Thy plcafure is thepromife of thy pain. 
Misfortune, like a creditor fevere. 
But rifes in demand for her delay; 
She makes a fcourge of paft ^rofperity, 
To fling thee more, and double thy diflrefs. 

Lorenzo, fortune makes her court to thee. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren fings. 
Dear is thy welfare j think me not unkind i 
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14 THE COMPL.AINT: 

I would not damp, but to fecufc thy joys. 
Think not that fear is facred to the ftorm. 
Stand on thy guard againil the fmiles of fate. 
Is heaven tremendous in its frowns? Molt lure; 
And in its favours formidable too: 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 
A call to duty, not difcharge from care; 
And fhould alarm us full as much as woes ; 
Awake us to their caufe and confequence ; 
And make us tremble, weighed With our defert ; 
Awe nature's tumult, and chaftife her joys. 
Left while we clafp, we kill them; nay, invert 
To worfe than limple mifery, their charms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war. 
Like bofom-friendfhips to refentment four'd. 
With rage envenom'd rife againfl our peace. 
Beware what earth calls happinefs ; beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an immortal bafe. 
Fond as he feems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine dy'd with thee. Philander! thy laft figh 
DiiTolv'd the charm ; the difinchanted earth 
Loft all her luftre. Where, her glittering towers ? 
Her golden mountains, where? all darkened down 
To naked wafte ; a dreary vale of tears: 
The great magician's dea^I Thou poor, pale piece 
Of out-caft earth, in darknefs 1 what a change 
From ycfterday ! Thy darling hope fo near, 
(Long-labour'd prize !) O how ambition fluftiM 
Thy glowing cheek! ambition truly great. 
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Of virtuous praife. Death's fubtle feed within^ 
(Sly, treacherous miner !) working in the dark^ 
Smii'd at thy well-concerted fchemej and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that rofe (o redj 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey ! 

Man's foreiigbt is conditionally wife ; 
Lorenzo! wifdom into folly turns. 
Oft, the firfl inftant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is bom. How dim our eye P 
The prefent moment terminates our fight; 
Cbuds, thick as thofe on doomfday, drown the next } 
We penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles ; and each. 
E'er mingled with the ftreaming fands of life^ 
By fate's inviolable oath is fwom 
Deep filence, ** Where eternity begins." 

By nature's laWy what may be, may be now; 
There's no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can rife. 
Than man's prefumption on to-morrow's dawn? 
I Where is to-morrow? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverfe 
Is fure to none ; and yet on this perhaps. 
This pcradventure, infamous for lies. 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain-hopes ; fpin out eternal fchemes. 
As we the fatal fillers could out-fpin. 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not e'en Philander hadifipfpoke his (hroud 5 
Nor had he caufe ; a vrarnwjWas deny'd: 
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^ow many fall as fadden, not as fafe ! 

As fudden, though for years admoniih'd home* 

Of human ills the laft extreme bewarey 

Bewarci Lorenzo ! a flow-fudden death. 

How dreadful that deliberate furprizc ! 

Be wife to-day; 'tis madiiefs to defer; 

Next day the fatal precedent m}\ plead ; 

Thus on> till wifdom is pufh'd out of lifei 

Procraftination is the thief of time ; 

Year after year it deals, till all are fled^ 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 

The vaft concerns of an eternal fcene. 

If not fo frequent, would not this be ftrange? 

That 'tis (o frequent, this is ftranger ftill. 

Of man's miraculous miftakes, this bears 
The palm, *^ That all men are about to live»'* 
For ever on the brink of being bom. 
All pay themfelves the compliment to think 
They one day ihall not drivel ; and their pride 
On this reverfion takes up ready praife ; 
At lead, their own; their future felves. applauds; 
How excellent that life they near will lead ! 
Time lodgM in their own hands is folly's vails ; 
That lodg'd in fate's, to wifdom they confign; 
The thing they can't but purpofe, they poftpone ; 
'Tis not in folly, not to fcorn a fool ; 
And fcarce in human wifdom to do more. 
All promife is poor dilatory man. 
And that through every ftage: when yoiing, indeed, 
In full content we fometunes nobly rcd^ 
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Unaoxioos for ourfelres I and only wi(h^ 
As duteous Tons, our fathers were more Vife* 
At thirty man fufpeds himfelf a fool ; 
Knows It at forty, and reforms his plan ; 
At fifty chides his infamous delay, 
Fulhes his prudent purpofe to refoI?e; 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Refolves; and re-refolves; then dies the fame* 

And why? becaufe he thinks himfelf immortal* 
All men think all men mortal, but themfelves ; 
Themfelves, when fome alarming ihock of fate 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the fudden dread } 
But their hearts wounded , like the wounded air. 
Soon clofe ; where pad the ihaft, no trace is found: 
As from the wing no fear the iky retains ; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel ; 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
Even with the tender tear which nature Iheds 
0*er thofe we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander? That were ftrange! 

my full heart! But ihould I give it vent. 

The longeft night, though longer far, would fail. 
And the lark liften to my midnight fong. 

The fprightly lark's (hrill mattin wakes the morn ; 
Grief's iharpeft thorn hard preiBng on my breaft, 

1 ftrive, with wakeful melody, to chear 
The fuUen gloom, fweet Philomel ! like thee. 
And call the ftars to liften : every ftar 

( Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excfil, 
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And charm thr0* diftaiit ages : ^tz^X m fliadcv 
Prifoner of darlcnefs ! to the lilent hours^ 
How ofteii I repeat their rage divine^ 
To lull my griefsj and fteal my heart from woe! 
I roll their raptures^ but not catch their fire. 
Darki though not blind, like thee, Maeonides! 
Or, Milton! thee; ah con'd I reach your flrain! 
Or his, who made Maeonides our own. 
Man too he fung: immortal man I fing: 
Oft burfts my fong beyond the bounds of life! 
What, now, but immortality can pleafe ? 
O had he prefs'd his theme, purfu'd the track. 
Which opens out of darknefs into day ! 
O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soar'd, where I fink, and fung immortal man J 
How had it bleft mankind, and refcu'd me^ 
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♦ WHEN the cock crew, he wept/ — ^fmotc by that eye, 
WTiich looks on me, on all : that pow'r, who bids 
This midnight centinel, with clarion Ihrill, 
Emblem of that which (hall awake the dead, 
Rouze fouls from flumber, into thoughts of heaven. 
Shall I too weep? where then is fortitude? 
And fortitude abandoned, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he fees the light : 
He that is bom, is lifted : life is war. 
Eternal war with woe : who bears it beft, 
Deferves it leaft. — On other themes Vl\ dwell. 
Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee. 
And thine, on themes may profit; profit there. 
Where moft thy need: themes too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander's duft. He, thus, tho' dead. 
May ftill befriend. — What themes? Times wond*rous 

price. 
Death, friendfhip, and Philander's final fcene* 

So could I touch thefe themes, as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite difengag'd. 
The good deed would delight me ; half-imprefs 
On my dark cjoud an Iris j and from^ grief 

Call glory. — DoTl thou mourn Philander's fate ? 
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I know thou fay'ft it; Says thy life the fame i 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they defire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of time, 
(O glorious avarice!) thought of death infpires, 
As rumour*d robberies endear our gold ? 
O time! than gold more facred ; more a load 
Than lead, to fools; and fools reputed wife. 
What moment granted man without account ? 
What years are fquander'd, wifdom's debt unpaid f 
Our wealth in days all due tp that difcharge^ 
Hafte, hafte! he lyes in wait, he's at the door, 
Infidious death ! ihould his ftrong hapd arreft. 
No compofition fets the prifoner free. 
Eternity's inexorable chain 
Faft binds; and vengeance claims the fultarrear* 

How late I (hudder 'd on the brink ! how late 
Life call'd for her laft refuge in defpair! 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee I owe; 
Fain would I pay thee With eternity: 
But ill my genius anfwers my defire ; 
My fickly fong is mortal, paft thy cure. 
Accept the will ;— that dies not with my ftraiq. 

For what calls thy difeafe, Lorenzo? Not 
For Efculapian, but for moral aid. 
Thou think*ft it folly to be wife too foon. 
Youth is not rich in time; it may be, poor: 
Part with it as with money, fparing; pay 
JJo moment, but in purchafe of its worth ; 
And what its worth, afk death-'beds 5 they can ;e!J, 
^ fm with \\ as \yith life, ycl^ftamj big 
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With holy hope of nobler time to come ; 
Time higher-aim'd^ ftill nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels; virtue more divine* 

Is this our duty, wifdom, glory, gain ? 
(Thefe heaven benign in vital union binds) 
And fport we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal funs infpire ? Amufement reigni 
Man's great demand : to trifle is to live : 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die ? 
Thou fay'ft I preach, JLorenzo ! 'tis confeft. 
What iJF, for once, I preach thee quite awake f 
Who wants amufement in the flame of battle ? 
Js it not treafon to the foul immortal. 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amufe, when med'cines cannot cure? 
When fpirits ebb, when life's enchanting fcencs 
Their luftre lofe, and leffcn in our fight, 
(As lands, and cities with their glittering fpires. 
To the poor fhatter'd bark, by fudden dorm , 
Thrown oiFto fea, and foon to perifii there) 
Will toys amufe ? No : thrones will then be toys. 
And earth and ikies feem duft upon the fcale. 

Redeem we time ? — — its lofs we dearly buy. 

What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd fports ? 

He pleads time's numerous blanks; he loudly pleads 

The draw like trifles on life's common ftream* 

From whom thofe blanks, and trifles, but frixn thee?' 

No blank, no trifle, nature made, or meant* 

Virtue, or purposed virtue, ftill be thine: 

This cancels thy complaint at once ; this leav^ 
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In aA no trifle, and no blank in time : 
This greatens, fills, immortajizes. all ; 
This, the bleft art of turning Bl -to gold ; 
This, the good heart's prerogative to raifc 
A royal tribute from the poorefl: hours. 
Immenfe revenue ! every moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpofe in thy power ; f 
,Thy purpofe firm, is equal to the deed : 
Who does the befl his circumftance allows. 
Does well, ads nobly ; angels could no more* , 
Our outward a£i, indeed, admits reftraint; 
^Tis not in things o'er thought to domineer ; 
Guard well thy thought ; our thoughts are heard ill 
heaven. 
On all-important time, through every age, 
Tho' much, and warm, the wife have urgM ; the mao 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 

«' Pve loft a day," the prince who nobly cry'd. 

Had been an emperor without his crown ; 
Of Rome? fay, rather, lord of human race : 
He fpoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So fhould all fpeak ; fo reafon fpeaks in all ; 
From the foft whifpers of that God in man. 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly. 
For refcue from the blcfling we poflefs i 

Time, the fupreme ! time is eternity ; 

Pregnant with all eternity can give; 
Pregnant with all that makes archangels fmile. 
Who murders time, he crufhes in the birthj 
A power ctheria], only not ador'dt 
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Ab ! how unjufl: to namrcy and himfelf. 
Is thoughtlefs, tfaanklefs, inccHififteot man! 
Like children babling nonfenfe in their fports» 
We cenfure nature for a fpan too ihort; 
That fpan too ihort, we tax as tedious too ; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire. 
To laflx the lingering moments into fpeed. 
And whirl us (happy riddance!) from ourfelvcs. 
Art, brainlefs an! our furious charioteer, 
(For nature's voice unftifled would recall) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the precipice of death; 
!Death, moft our dread 1 death thus more dreadful madet 
O what a riddle of abfurdity ! 
Leifure is pain; takes off our chariot-wheels; 
How heavily we drag the load of life i 
Bled leifure is our curfe; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander ; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry for mercy to the next amufement; 
The next amufement mortgages our fields ; 
Slight inconvenience ! prifons hardly frown. 
From hateful time if prifons fet us free. 
Tet when death kindly tenders us relief. 
We call him cruel ; years tcHnoments {hrink> 
Ages to years. The tdefcope is tum'd : 
To man's falfe optics (from his folly falfe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings. 
And feems to creep, decrepit with his age; 
Behold himj when paft by ; what then is feen^ 
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But his broad pinioiis fwifter than the \vmds? 
And all mankind, inoontradiAion ftrong, 
Ruefttlf aghaft! cry out on his career* 

Leaye to thy foes thefe errors^ and thefe ills ; 
To nature juft^ their caufe and cure explore. x 
Not ihort heaven's bounty, boundlefs our expence; 
l^o niggard, nature ; wen are prodigals. 
We wafte, not ufe our time : we breathe, not U?e# 
Time wafted is exiftence, us'd is Ufe: 
And bare exiftence, man, to live ordain*d. 
Wrings, and opprefles with enormous weight. 
And why? fince time was given for ufe, not wafte, 
EnjoinM to fly ; with tempeft, tide, and ftar^. 
To keep his fpeed, nor ever w^it for man ; 
Time's ufe was dpom'd a pleafure; wafte, a pain; 
That man might feel his error, if unfeen ; 
And, feeling, % to labour for his cure ; 
Not, blundering, fplit on idlenefs for eafe. 
Life's cares are comforts ; fuch by heaven defign'd ; 
He that has none, muft make them, or be wretchedf , 
Cares are employments; and without employ 
The foul is on a rack ; the rack of reft. 
To fouls mdl adverfe; a£):ion all their joy. 

Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds; 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wreftle with great nature's plan ; 
We thwart the Deity ! and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart his will, ftiall contradift their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourfelves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bpforarbroil} 
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We pulh time from ns^ and we vrifh him back ; 
Xiayiih of iuftnunsy and yet fond of life; 
Life we think long, and fhort ; death feek, and (hun ; 
Body and foul, like peeyiih man and wife. 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here. 
How taftelcfs ! and how terrible, when gone ! 
Gone? they ne'er go; when paft, they haunt us ftillj 
The fpirit walks of every day deceas*d ; 
^nd fmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Kor death, nor life, delight us. If time pad, 
And time pofieft, both pain us, what can pleafe ? 
7hat which the Deity to pleafe ordain'd, 
Time us'd. The man who confecrates his hours 
By Tigoroys efibrt, and an honefl aim. 
At once he draws the fling of life and death ; 
He walks with nature; and her paths are peace. 
• Our error's caufe and cure are fccn : fee next 
Time's nature, origin^ importance, fpced ; 
Aud'thy great gain from urging his career.-^— * 
All fenfual man> becaufe untouch'd, unfeen. 
He looks on time as nothing. Nothing elfe 
Is truly man's; 'tis fortune's. — Time's a gpd. * 

Thou h^ ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence ; 
For, or againft, what wonders can he do! 
And will : to ftand blank neuter he difdains. 
Not on thofe terms was Time (heav'ns ftranger!) fent 
On his important embaiTy to man. 
Lorenzo! no: on the long deftin'd hoijrj 
^p^f Qm eycrlafting ages growipg ri^C| 
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That memorable hour of wond'rou^ birth» 

When the dread Sire, on emanation bent. 

And big \vith nature^ rifing in his ought, 

Call'd forth creation, (for then Time was born,) 

By Godhead ftreaming through a thoufand worlds ; 

Not on thofe terms, from the great days of heavei^ 

From old Eternity's my ft erious orb. 

Was Time cut off, and caft beneath the ikies ; 

The ikies, which Watch him in bis new abode, 

Meafuring his motions by revolving fpheres. 

That horologe machinery divine. 

Houra^ days, and months, and years, bis children, pla} 

Like numerous wings around him, as he flies; 

Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they Ihape 

His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame. 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient reft. 

And join anew Eternity, his iire ; 

In his immutability to neft. 

When worlds, that count his circles now, unhing'd, 

(Fate the loud fignal founding) headlong ruih 

To timclefs night, and chaos, whence they rofe# 

Why fpur the fpeedy? why with levities 
New-wing thy Ihort, ihort day's too rapid flight ? 
Know'ft thou, or what thou doft, or what is done i 
Man flies from time, and time from man ; too foon 
In fad divorce, this double flight muft end: 
And then, where are we? where, Lorenzo! then, 

Thy fports ? thy pomps ? 1 grant thee, in a ftate 

Not unambitious ; in the ruffled (hroud, 
Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 
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Has death his fopperies? then well may life 
Put on her plume» and in her rainbow fiune» 

Ye well array'd! ye lilies of our land! 
Te lilies male! who neither toil^ nor fpin« 
(As fitter lilies might) if not fo wife 
As Solomon, more fumptuous to the fight! 
Te delicate! who nothing can fupport, 
Tourfelvesmoftinfupportable! for whom 
The winter rofe muft blow, the fun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo ; filky-foft 
Favonius, breathe ftill fofter, or be chid ; 
And other worlds fend odours, fauce, and fong. 
And robes, and notions, framM in foreign looms! 
O ye Lorenzos of our age 1 who deem 
One moment unamus'd, a mifery 
Kot made for feeble man! who call aloud 
For every bawble, driveU'd o*er by fenfe ; 
For raules, and conceits of every caft. 
For change of follies, and relays of joy. 
To drag your patient through the tedious length ^ 

Of a Ihort wiper's day fay, fages ! fay. 

Wit's oracles! fay, dreamers of gay dreams! 
EIow will you weather an eternal night. 
Where fuch expedients fail ? 

O treacherous confcience! while fliefeems tofleep 
On rofe and myrtle, lull'd with fyren fong ; 
While (he feeros, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong appetite the flacken'd rein. 
And give us up to licence, unrecali'd, 
(Jnmark'd ;— — fee, from behind her fecret ftand. 
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The fly iBformcr minijtes every fault. 

And her dread diary with horror fills* 

Not the grofs s|ft alone employs her pen ; 

She reconnoitres fancy's airy band, 

A watchfiil foe ! The formidable fpy, 

Lift'ning, o'crhears the wbifpers of our canip) 

Our dawning ptirpofes of heart explores. 

And ftcals our embryos of iniquity. 

As all^rapacious ufurers conceal 

Their doemfday-book from all-confuming heirs | 

Thus, with indulgence moft fevere, Ihe treats 

tJs fpendthrifts of ineftimable time; 

Vnnoiedj notes eath moment midipplyM ; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of braf^ 

Writes our whole hiftory ; which death ihall read 

In every pale delinquent's private ear ; 

And judgmem publifh ; publifh to more worlds 

Than this ; and etidlefs age in groans refound* 

Lorenzo, fuch that fleeper in thy breaft! 

Such is her flumbcr and her vengeance fuch ; 

For flighted counfel; fuch thy future peace! 

And think'fl thou ftill thou can'fl: be wife too foon 

But why on time fo lavifli is my fong ? 
On this great theme kind nature keeps a fchool. 
To teach her fons herfelf. Each flight we die, 
Each morn are bom anew ; each day, a life ! 
And fliall We kill each day f if trifling kills ; 
Sure vice muft butcher. O what heaps of flain 
Cry out for vengeance on us! time deftroyM 
Is fuicide, where more than blood is fpilt. 
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Time flies> death urges^ knells ca^, hearen inyite^ 

Hell threatens ; all exerts ; in e^ort, all ; 

More than creation labours! — Labours moire} 

And is there in creation, what, amidft 

This itumult univerfali wing'd difpatch^ 

And ardent energy, fupii;iely yawns ? ' 

Man fleeps ; and man alone ; and man, whofe fate^ 

Fate irreverfible, entire, extreme, 

Endlefs^ hairrhung, breeze-ihaken, o'er thegulph 

A moment trembles; drops! and man, for whom 

All elfe is in alarm ; man, the fole caufe 

Of this furrounding ftorml and yet he fleeps^ 

As the dorm rockM to reft * Throw years away? 

Throw empires, and be blamelefs* Moments feize* 

Heaven's on their wing : a moment we may wiih, . 

When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day ftand ftill. 

Bid him drive back his car, recall, retake 

Fate's hafty prey: implore him, reimport 

The period paft, regive the given hoar. 

Lorenzo, more than minu^les we want ; 

Lorenzo— O for yefterdays to come! 

Such is the language of the man awake } 
His ardour fuch, for what opprefles thee. 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo i No ; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge ; 
To-day is yefterday returned j returned 
FulI-powerM to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn. 
And reinftate us on the rock of peace. 
liCt it not fliare its predeceflbr's fate j 
Nori like its elder iifters, die a fool. 
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Shalljt eyaporate in ^|pe ? fly off 
Fuliginous, and ftain us deeper ftill? ' 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pourM ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of heay'n ? 

Where fhall I find him? Angels! tell me where* 
Tou know him; he is near you: point him out: 
Shall I fee glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footfteps by the rifing flow'rs ? 
Your golden wings, now hov'ring o'er him^ ihed 
Frotedion ; now are waving in applaufc 
To that bled fon of forefight! lord of fate! 
That awful independent on to-morrow ! 
Whofe work is done ; who triumphs in the paft ; 
Whofe yefterdays look backwards with a fmile ; 
Kori like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 
That common, but opprobrious lot ! paft hours. 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If folly bounds our profpeft by the grave. 
All feeling of futurity bemimb'd; 
All godlike paflion for eternals quench'd ; 
All relifli of realities expir'd ; 
Renounced all correfpondence with the Ikies ; 
Our freedom chain'd ; quite winglefs our defire; 
In fenfe dark-prifon'd all that ought to foar ; 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the duft ; 
Difmounted every great and glorious aim ; 
Embruted every faculty divine; 
Heart-buried in the rubbifli of the world. 
The world, that gulph of fouls, immortal fouls, 
Souk elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 
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To reach the diftant ikies, and tnumph there 
On thrones^ which (ball not mourn their matters chang'd. 
Though we from earth; etherial, they that fell. 
Such veneration due^ O man, to man. 

Who venerate themfelves, the world defpifc. 
For what, gaj^ friend! is this efcutcheon'd world. 
Which hangs out death in one eternal night ? 
Anight, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the fhroud* 
Life's little ftagc is a fmall eminence, 
luch high the grave above ; that home of man. 
Where dwells the multitude ; we gaze around^ 
*Sflfi, read their monuments ; we figh ; and whil? 
We figh, we fink ; and are what we deplor'd i 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! 

Is death at dittance ? No : he has been on thee ; 
And given fure earneft of his final blow. 
Thofe hours, which lately fmil'd^ where arc they now? 
IPallid to thought, and ghaftly ! droWn'd^ all drown'd 
In that great deep, which nothing difembogues) 
And, dying, they bequeathed thee fmall renown. 
The reft' are on the wing ; how fleet their flight? 
Already has the fataLtrain took fire; 
Amomentj and the world's blown up to thee; 
The fun is darknefs, and the flars are dud. 

•Tis greatly wife to talk with our pad: hours; 
And aflc them, what report they bore to heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome ncwst 
Their anfwers form what men experience call ; 
If wifdom*s friend, her beft ; if not, word foe. 
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O reconcile tbem! kind experience cries, 
€ There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 
c The more our joy, the more wc know it vain ; 
« And by fuccefs are tutor'd to defpair? 
Nor is it only thus, but mud be fo. 
Who knows not this, though gray, are ftill a child. 
Loofe then from earth the grafp of fond defire, 
Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 
Art thou fo moor'd thou can'ft not diiengage. 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future fccnes ? 
Since, by life's paiSng breath, blown up from earth. 
Light, as the fummer's duft, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again; #- 

Join the duU mafs, increafe the trodden foil. 
And fleep till earth herfelf (hall be no more ; 
Since then (as emmets, their fmall world o'erthrowri) 
We, fore amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl. 
And rife to fate extreme of foul or fair. 
As man's own choice, (controuler of the Ikies !) 
As mian's defpotic will, perhaps one hour, 
(O how omnipotent is time !) decrees ; 
Should not each warning give a ftrong alarm? 
Warning, far lefs than that of bofom torn 
From bofom, bleeding o'er the facred dead! 
Should not each dial ilrike us as we pafs. 
Portentous, as the written wall, which ftruck. 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Aflyrian pale, 
Kre-while high-flufli'd with infolence and wine? 
Like that, the dial fpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo! loth to break the banquet upa 
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« O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 
* And, while it lafts, is emptier than my Ihadc.' 
Its filcnt language fuch : nor need'ft thou call 
Thy Magi, to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walls: 
Doft afk. How? whence? Belfhazzar like, araaz'd? 
Man's make enclofes the fare feeds of death ; 
Life feeds the murderer: ingrate! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurfe devours. 

But, here, Lorenzo, the delufion lies : 
That folar fliadow, as it meafures life. 
It life refembles too : life fpceds away 
From point to point, though fecming to ftand ftill. 
The cunning fugitive is fwift by ftealth: 
Too fubtle is the movement to be feen ; 
Yet foon* man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger ; gnomons, time : 
As thefc are ufelcfs when the fun is fet ; 
So thofe, but when more glorious reafon Ihincs. 
Reafon ihould judge in all ; in reafon's eye. 
That fedentary fhadow travels hard. 
But fuch our gravitation to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whifper what we wifli, 
'lis later with the wife, than he's aware : 
A Wilmington goes flower than the fun ; 
And all mankind miftake their time of day; 
Ev'n age itfelf. Frelh hopes are hourly fown 
In furrow'd brows. So gentle life's defcent. 
We fhut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter, for the fpring; 
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And turn our blefliDgs into bane. Since oft 
Man muft compute that age he cannot feeU 
He fcarce believes he's older for his years* 
Thus, at life's lateft eve, we keep in ftore 
One difappointment fure^ to crown the reft ; 
The difappointment of a promised hour. 

On this, or limiiar. Philander ! thou 
Whofe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue i 
And ftrong, to weild all fcience, worth the name; . 
How often \ve talk'd down the fummer's fun. 
And cool'd our paffions by the breezy ftream! 
How often thaw'd, and (hprtenM winter's eve. 
By coufliA kind, that ftruck our latent truth> 
Beft foiliid, fo fought ; to the reclufe more coy ! 
Thoughts diiintangle pailing o^er the lip ; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tye up nonfenfe for a fong; 
Song, faihioiiably fruitlefs ; fuch as ftains 
The fancy I and unhallow'd pailion fires ; 
Chiming her faints to^Cytherea's fane. 

Know'ft thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains ? 
As bees mixt neftar draw from fragrant flow'rs. 
Somen from Fkiekdship, wifdom and delight; 
Twins ty'd by nature, if they part they die. 
Haft thou no friend to fet thy mind abroach ? 
Good fenfe will ftagnate. Thoughts ihut up, want air. 
And fpoil, like bales unopenM to the fun. 
Had thought been all, fweet fpeech had been deny'd ; 
Speech, thought's canal ! fpeech, thought's criterion too! 
Thought in the mine, may come forth gold or drofs ; 
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When coinM in word, V9t know its real worth# 
If fterling, ftore it for thy future ufc ; 
^Twill buy thee benefit; perhaps^ renown* 
Thought, too, dehver'd, is the more poffeft; 
Teaching, we learn ; and giving, we retain 
The births of intellcft; when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intelledual fire ; 
Speech bumifbes our mental magazine; 
3nghtensj for ornament: ; and whets, for ufe* 
What numbers, fheathM in erudition, lye, 
Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And rutted in; who might have borne an edge. 
And play'd a fprightly beam, if born to fpeech; 
If born bleft heirs of half their mother's tongue? 
'Tis thought's exchange, which, like th* alternate pu(h 
Of waves contifting, breaks the learned fcum. 
And defecates the ftudent's ftanding pool. 

In contemplation is his proud refourcc ? 
'Tis poor, as proud, by converfe unfuftain'd. 
Rude thought runs wild in contemplation's field j 
Converfe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due reftraint ; and emulation's fpur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd# 
''{'is converfe qualifies for folitude ; 
As exercife, for falutary reft. 
By that untutorM, contemplation raves; 
And nature's fool, by wifdom is outdone. 

Wifdom, tho' richer than Peruvian mines^ 
And fweeter than the fweet ambrofial hive, 
What is flie, but the means of happinefs ^ 
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That unobtaia'd, than folly more a fool; 

A melancholly foo]> without her bells. 

Friendihip, the means of wifdom^ richly gives 

The precious end, which makes our wifdom wifo« 

Nature, in zeal for human amity. 

Denies, or damps, an undivided joy. v 

Joy is an import | joy is an es^change ; 

Joy flies raonopolifts: it calls for two; 

Rich fruit! heav'n-planted ! never pluckt by one. 

Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 

To focial man true f eliih of himfelf. 

Full on ourfelves defcending in a line 

Pleafure's bright beam, is feeble in delight; 

Delight intenfe, is taken by rebound ; 

Reverberated plcafures fire the breaft. 

Celeftial happinefs, whene'er (he ftoops 
To vifit earth, one Ihrine the goddefs finds. 
And one alone, to make her fweet amends 
For abfcnt heav'n — — the bofom of a friend | 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft. 
Each other's pillow to repofe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit : in palEon's flame 
Hearts melt; but melt like ice, foon harder froze. 
True love ftrikes root in reafon j paeon's foe: 
Virtue alone entenders us for life: 
I wrong her much-^'~entenders us for ever. 
Of friendfliip's faireft fruits, the fruit moft fair 
Is virtue kindling at a rival fire. 
And, emuloufly, rapid in her race. 
O the foft enmity ! endearing ftrif^ I 
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This carries fricndfliip to her noon-tide point. 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From friendlhip, which outlives my former themes. 
Glorious fur vivor of old time, and death! 
From friendftiip, thus, that flow'r of heavenly feed. 
The wife extraft earth's moft Hyblean blifs, 
Superior wifdom, crown'd with fmiling joy. 

But for whom bloiToms this Elyiian flower i 
Abroad they find, who cherifli it at home. 
Lorenzo! pardon, what my love extorts. 
An honeft love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho* choice of follies faften on the great. 
None clings more obftinate, than fancy fond. 
That facred friendfliip is their eafy prey; 
Caught by the wafturc of a golden lure. 
Or fafcination of a high-born fmile. 
Their fmilcs, the great, and the coquet, throw out 
For others hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And we no lefs df ours^ when fuch the bait. ^ 

Ye fortune's cofferers ! ye powers of wealth ! 
You do your rent-rolls inoft felonious wrong. 
By taking our attachment to yourfelves. 
Can.gpld gain friendihip? impudence of hope! 
As. well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo! pride reprefs; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 
All like the purchafe ; few the price will pay; 
And this makes friends fuch mirades bejow. 

What if (fmce daring on fo nice a theme) 

C4 



*■■■■ 



40 THE COMPLAINT; 

I (hew thep friendfhip delicate, as dear, 

Of tender violations apt to die? 

liefervc will wound it ; and diftruft, deftroy^ 

Deliberate on all things with thy friend: 

But fince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 

Nor every friend unrotten at the core ; 

Firft, on thy friend, deliberate with thyfelf ; 

Paufe, ppnder, fif t j not eager in the choice. 

Nor jealous of the chofen ; fixing, fix ; 

Judge before friendihip, then confide till death* 

Well, for thy friend ; but npbler far for thee ; 

How gallant danger for earth's higheft prize i 

A friend i$ worth all hazards we can run. 

* Poor is the friendlefs matter pf a World: 

• A world in puf chafe for a friend is gain/ 

So fung he (angels hear that angel fing J 
Angels from friendfliip gather half their joy) 
So fung Philander, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow folute, and ever-laughing eye. 
He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend ; 
His friend, who warm'd him more, who more infpir^d. 
Friendfliip's the winjc of life ; but friendihip new 
(Not fuch was his) is neither ftrpng, nor pure. 
O! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth^ 
And elevating fpirit, pf a friend. 
For twenty fummers ripening by my fide ; 
All feculence of falfliood long thrown down 
All focial virtvies riimg ip bis foul { 
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As ciyft^l clear ; and fmiling, as they rife ! 

Here ncftar flows ; it fparkles in our fight 5 

Rich to the tafte, and genuine from the heart. 

High-flavour*d blifs for gods! on earth how rare! 

On earth how loft .'—-Philander is no more. 
Think'll thou the theme intoxicates my fong? 

Am 1 too warm ? — too warm I cannot be. 

I lov'd him much ; but now I loYc him more. 

Like birds, whofe beauties languifh, half concealed. 

Till, mounted on the wing, their glofly plumes 

Expanded (hine with azure, green, and gold; 

How bleflings brighten as they take their flight! 

His flight Philander took ; his upward flight. 
If ever foul afcended. Had he dropt, 
( That eagle-genius!) O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew; I, then, had wrote. 
What friends might flatter ; prudent foes forbear; 
Rivals fcarce damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I muft : it were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the /kics, 
And caft in ihadows his illuftrious clofe. 
Strange! the theme moft affcfting^ moft fublime. 
Momentous moft to man, ftiou'd fleep unfung ! 
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak'd, 
Painim or Chriftian ; to the blu(h of wit. 
Man's higheft triumph! raan»s profoundeft fall! 
The death-bed of the juft ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand : it merits a divine : 
Angels fliould paint it, angels ever there; 
TJiere, on a po^of honour, and of joy. 
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Dare I prefume, then ? but Philander bids ; 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls— ~ 
Yet am I ftruck; as fti^uck the foul, beneath 
Aerial groves impenetrable gloom ; 
Or, in fome mighty rain's folemn ihade; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born duft^t ' 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings I 
Or^ at the midnight altarfs hallow'd flame. 
It is religion to proceed: I pauf e 
And) enter^ ^vi*d, the temple of my theme. 
Is it bis death-bed ? No ; it is his fhrine : 
Behold him, there, juft riling to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his f ate» 
Is privileged beyond the common walk 
Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of Jieavcn. 
Fly, ye profane! if not, draw near with s^we. 
Receive the bleffing, and adore the chance. 
That threw in this Bcthefda your difeafc ; 
If unreftor'd by This, defpair your cure. 
For, here, refiftlefs demonftration dwells ; 
A death-bed's a dcteSor of the heart. 
Here tir'd diflimulation drops her mafque. 
Through life's grimace, that miftrefs of the fcene ! 
Here real, and apparent, are the fame. 
You^fee the man ; you fee his hold on heav'n ; 
If (bund his virtue; as Philander's, found. 
Heav'n waits not the lafl moment, owns her friends 
On this fide death ; and points them out to men, 
A lefture, filent, but of fov'reign pow'r! 
To vice, confufion ; and to virtue, peace. 
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Whatever force tic boafUul hero plays. 
Virtue alofie has xnajefty in death; 
And greater ftill» the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander! he fevercly frown'd on thee. 
^ No warning given ! unceremonious fate ! 
^ A fudden jruih from life's meriflian joys ! 
' A wrench from all we love ! from all we are ! 

* A teftlefs bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 

^ Beyond conjefturc I feeble nature's dread ! 

* Strong reafon's fhudder at the dark unknown I 

* A fun extiuguifli'd ! ajuft opening grave! 

< And oh ! the laft, laft ; what ? (can words cxprefe ? 

* Thought reach?) the laft, laft — ^(ilence of a friend I* 
Where are thofe horrors, that amazement, whcre^ 
This hideous group of ills, which fmgly (hock, 
Demand from man ? — I thought him man till now. 

Thro' nature's wreck, thro' vanquiflx'd agonies, 
,(Like the ftars ftruggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ! what more than human peace! 
Where the frail mortal? the poor abjefl worm? 
No, not in death, the mortal to be found. 
. His conduA is a legacy for all. 
Richer than Mammon's for his fingle heir. 
His comforters he comforts; great in ruin. 
With unreluftant grandeur, gives, not yields 
His foul fublimc ; and clofes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the fccne! 
Whence, this brave bound o*er limits fix'd to man ? 
His Gj)d fuftains him in his final hour! 
^'s final hour brings glory to his God 
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Man's glory heaven Touchfafes to call her own. 
We gaze ; we weep ; mixt tears of grief and joy ! 
Amazement ftrikes! Devotion burfts to flame! 
Chriftians adore! and Infidels belieye* 

As fome tall tower^ or lofty mountain*^ brow» 
Detains the fun^ illuftrious from its height;/ 
While rifing vapours, and defcending ihades. 
With damps, and darknefs, drown the fpacious valei 
TJndampt by doubt, undarken'd by defpair. 
Philander, thus, auguftly rears his head. 
At that black hour, which gen'ral horror flieds 
On the low level of th' inglcx'ious throng : 
Sweet peace, and heavenly hope, and humble joy. 
Divinely beam on his exalted foul ; 
PeftruJlion gild, and crown him fpr the ikies, ' 
With incommunicable luftre, bright 
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PROMdreamSiWhere thought infanqr's maze runs macli 

To reafoQ, that heaven-lighted lamp in man. 

Once more 1 wake ; and at the de(tin*d hourj 

Pundual as lovers to the moment fworn, 

I keep my affignation with my woe. 

! loft to virtue, loft to manly thought. 

Loft to the noble fallies of the foul! 

Who think it folitude to be alone. 

Communion fweet! communion large, and high! 

Our rcafon, guardian angel, and our God ! 

Then neareft thefe, when others moft remote ; 

And all, ere long, iha|l be remote, but thefe. 

How dre^ul, th/n, to meet them all alone, 

A ftranger! unacknowledged! unapproyM! 

Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy.brcaftj 

To win thy wifti, creation has no more. 

Or if we wilh a fourth, it is a friend 

But friends, how mortal ! dangerous the deCre. 

Take Phoebus to yourfelves, ye bafking bards! 
iiebriate at fair fortune^s fountain-head. 
And reeling thro' the wildernefs of joy; 
*^liere fenfe runs favagc, broke from reafon's chain. 
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And flags falfc peace, till fmotherM by the palL 
Mjr forturie is linlikc ; unlike my fong ; 
tjniike the deity my fong invokes. 
I to day's foft-ey'd After pay ray court, 
(Endymion's rival!) and her aid implore; 
Now firft imt)lbr'd in fuccoiir to the mufc. 

Thou, who didft lately borrow ^ Cynthia's foctdj 
And modcftly forego thine own! O thou. 
Who didft thy felf, at midnight hours, infpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia, patronefs of fong ? 
As thou her crefcent, fhe thy charader 
Aflfumes ; fiill more a goddefs by the change^ 

Are there demurring wits, who dare difputs 
This revolution ih the world infpir'd ? 
Ye train Pierian ! to the lunar fphere j 
In fllent hour, addrefs your ardent call 
For aid Immortal ; lefs her brother's right. 
She, with the fpheres harmonious, nightly lead^ 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchlefs ftrain^ 
A ftrain for* gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Tranfmit it heard, thou filver queen of healffen! 
What title, or what name, endears thee raoft ? 
Cynthia! Cyllene! Phoebe! — or doft hear 
With higher guft, fair P— — d of the /kies? 
Is that the foft enchantment calls thee down. 
More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come J but from heavenly banquets with thee briiig 
The foul of fong, and whifpcr in mine ear 

• At the duke of Norfolk's mafqucradc 



2tl6HT Tttfe THIRD. 49 

rhe theft dime ; or in propitious dreams 
Tor dreams are thine) transfufe it thro' the breaft 
Of thy firft votary — ^but not thy laft ; 
[fi like thy name^fakcj thoii art ever kind. 

And kind thoutrilt be$ kind on fuch a theme} 
A theme (b like tbee, a quite lunar theme^ 
Softy modefty melancholy, female, fair! 
A theme that rofe all-pale, add told my foul, 
'Twas night; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which ftruck a damp, a deadlier damp. 
Than that which fmote me ^rom Fhilander's tomb. 
Narcifia follows, ere his tomb is cIosM. 
Woes clutter ; rare are folitary wocS ; 
They loye a train, they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that ftarted from my lids for him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated tear. 
Or fh^reS ity ere it falls. So frequent death. 
Sorrow, he more than caufes, he confounds ; 
For human fighs his rival flrokes contend. 
And make ^iftrefs, diftradion. Oh Philander! 
What was thy fate? a double fate to me; 
Portent, and pain! a menace, and a blow! 

lake the black raven hov'ring o'er my peaCe, 

Kot lefs a bird of omen, than of prey. 

It caird Narcilfa long before her hour ; 

It callM her tender foul, by break of'blifs. 

From the firft bloffom, from the buds of joy ; 

Thofc few our noxious fate unblafted leaves 

hthis inclement clime* of human life. 
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Sweet harmonift ! and beautifiil as fweet ! 
And youBg as beautiful! and fbfc as yoipig! 
And gay as foft! and innocent as gay! 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 
For fortune fond had built her neil on high* 
Like birds quite exquiiite of note and plumjSj 
Transfixt by fate (who loves a Ic^ty mark) 
How from the fummit of the grove Ihe fell^ 
And left it unharmonious ! all its charm 
Extinguifh'd in the wonders of her fong ! 
Her fong ftill vibrates in my ravi(h*d ear. 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her !) thrilling thro' my heart ! 

Song« beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this group 
Of bright ideas, flowers of paradife. 
As yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and prefent it to the fkies ; as all 
We guefs of heaven: and thefe were all her own ; 
And (he was mmc ; and I was — was ! — raoft blcft. 
Gay title of the deepeft mifery ! 
As bodies grow more ponderous, robb'd o£Iife; 
Good loft weighs more in grief, than gain'd^ in joy. 
Like bloffom'd trees o'crturi^M by vernal ftorm. 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death ftill lovely, lovelier there ; 
Far lovelier ! pity fwells the tide of love. 
And will not the fevere cxcufe a figh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is aftiam'd to weep ; 
Our tears indulged indeed deferve our fliame. 
Te that e'er loft an angel ! pity me* 
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Soon as the laftre laoguiihM in her eye» 
Dawning a dimmer day on human fight ; 
iflLnd on her cheek, the reiidence of fpring. 
Pale omen fate ; and fcatter'd fears around 
On all that faw (and M^ho would ceafe to gaze^ 
That once had feen r^) with hafte, parental hafte^ 
I flew, I fnatch'd her from the rigid north. 
Her natiTe bed, on which bleak Boreas bleWy 
And bore her nearer to the fun ; the fan 
(As if the fun could envy) check'd his beam, 
Deny'd his wonted fuccour, nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies; faired lilies not fo fair. * 

C^eeQ lilies! and ye painted populace! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives ; 
In morn and evening dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the fun; which gives your cheeks to gloW^ 
And out-blufti (mine excepted) ev*ry fair ; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often cropM your odours, incenfe meet 
To thoughtrfb pure ; her flow'ry ftate of mind 
In joy unfall'n. Ye lovely fugitives! 
! Coeval race with man ! for mah you fmile ; 
! Why not fmile at him too ? you fliare indeed 
His fudden pafs; but not his conflant pain. 

So man is made, nought minifters delight, . 
But what bis glowing paffions can engage ; 
And glowing pailions, bent on aught below, 
Muft, foon or late, with anguifh turn the fcale; 
And anguilh, after rapture, how fevered 
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Rapture! bold man! who tempts the Wrath divine, 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal tafte. 
While here,, prefuming on the rights of heaven^ 
F6r tranfport doft thou call on ey'ry hour, 
Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence be wife; 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the heart, 
A broken reed, at beft; but, oft, a fpear ; 
On its (harp, point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 

Turn, hopelefs thought ! turn from her : — though 
repqll'd, 
Refenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe. 
Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 
And whtn kind fortune, with thy lover, fmil'd! 
And when high-flavour'd thy frelh-op'ning joys ! 
And when blind man pronounced thy blifs complete ! . 
And on a foreign Ihore ; where ftrangers wept ! 
Strangers to thee ; and, more furprifing ftill, 
Strangers to kindnefs, wept: their eyes let fall . 
Inhuman tears; flrange tears! that trickled down 
Froitt marble hearts ! obdurate tendernefs! 
A tendernefs that call'd them more fevere ; 
In fpite of nature's foft perfuafion,fleerd; 
While nature melted, fuperftition rav'd ; 
That mourn'd the dead ; and this deny'd a grave. 

Their fighs incens'd ; fighs foreign to the will I 
Their will the tyger fuck*d, outraged the ftorm. 
For, oh ! the curft ungodlinefs of zeal ! 
While finf ul flefh relented, fpiric nurft 
In blind infallibility's embrace. 
The fainted fpirit petrify'd the brcafl ; 
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Deny'd the charity of duft, to fprcad 

O'er duft! a charity their dogs enjoy. 

What could I do ? what fuccour ? what refourcc ? 

With pious facrilege, a grave I ftole ; 

With impious piety, that grave I wrong'd ; 

Short in my duty; coward in my grief! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept. 

With foft-fuipcnded ftep; and, muffled deep 

In midnight darknefs, whifper'd my laft figh. 

I whifper'd what fliould echo thro' their realms ; 

Nor writ her name, whofe tomb fliould pierce the fkics. 

Prefumptuous fear! how durft I dread her foes. 

While aature's loudeft diftates I obey'd ? 

Pardon neceflity, bleft fliadc ! of grief 

And indignation rival burfts I pour'd ; 

Half-execration mingled with my prayer ; 

Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd ; 

Sore-grudg'd the favage land her facred duft j 

Stampt the curft foil ; and with humanity 

(Deny*d NarciiTa) wifli'd them all a grave. 

Glows my refcntment into guilt! what guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 
The dead how facred ! facred is the duft 
Of this heav*n-labour*d form, ereft, divine! 
This heav'n-affum'd majeftic robe of earth, 
HedeignM to wear, who hung the vaft expanfe 
With azure bright, and clothM the fun in gold. 
When ev*ry pailion fleeps that can offend ; 
When ftrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt; 
When mail can wreak his rancour oncontroul'd. 
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That ftrongefl: curb on infult aild ill-*will ; 
Then, fpleen to duft ? the duft of innocence ; 

An angel's duft! This Lucifer tranfcends; 

When he contended for the patriarch's bones^ , 
^Twas not the ftrife of malicfc, but of pride ; 
The ftrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff galL 

Far lefs than this is (hocking in a race 
Moft wretched, but from ftreams of mutual love i 
And uncreated, but for love divine $ 
And, but for love divine, this moment, loft. 
By fate reforb'd, and funk in endlefs night* 
Man, hard of heart to roan! of horrid things 
Moft horrid! 'mid ilupendous, highly ftrange! 
Yet oft his courtefies are fmoother vrrongs ; 
Pride brandifiies the favours he confers^ 
And contumelious his humanity: 
What then is vengeance? hear it not, ye ftars! 
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the found ; 
Man is to man the foreft, furcft ill. 
A previous blaft foretells the rifing ftorm ; 
O'erwhclming turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcano's bellow ere they diferaboguc ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour; 
And fmoke betrays the wide-confuming fire : 
Ruin from man is moft conceai'd when near. 
And fends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy ? would it were ! 
Hcav'n's Sov'reign faves all beings but himfelf. 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

Fir*d is the mufe f and let ^hc mufe be fir'd ; 
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Who not iflflamM, when what he fpeaks, he feels^ 
And in the nenre moil tender^ in his friends? 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes : 
He felt the truths I fing, and I in him. 
Bat he, nor I, feel more ; paft ills, Nardfla ! 
Are funk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs numVous, as the num'rousills thatfwarm'd 
O'er thy diftinguifh'd fate, and, cluft'ring there 
Thick as the locuft on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the gi:aye« 
RefleA (if not forgot my touching tale) 
How was each circumftance with afpics arm'd ? 
An afpic, each ; and all, an Hydra-wo^. 
What ftrong Herculean virtue could fuffice ?' — 
Or is it virtue to be conquered here ? 
This hoary cheek, a train of tears bedews ; 
And each tear mourns its own diftinfl diftrefs ; 
And each diftrefs, diflindly mournM, demands 
Of grief ftill more, as heighten'd by the whole* 
A grief like this proprietors excludes : 
Not friends alone fuch obfequies deplore ; 
They make mankind the mourner ; carry fighs 
Far as the fatal fame can wing her way, 
And turn the gayeft thought of gayeft age, , 

Down their right channel, thro' the vale of death* 
The vale of death! that hufh'd Cimmerian vale. 
Where darknefs, brooding o^er unfinifh'd fates. 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day!) that interdids all future change! 
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That fubterranean worlds that land of ruin! 
Fit walk, Lorenzot foj: proud human thought! 
There let my thought expatiate ; and exploxe 
Balfamic truths, and healing fentiments^ 
Of all moil wanted, and rnqfl; welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for ^hy own, 
My foul! ' The fruits of dying friends furvcy j 
< Expofe the y^ of life ; weigh life and death : 
« Give (Jea^h h;s eulogy; jhy fear fubdue; 
* And labour that ^ril palm of poble minds, 
' A manly (corn pf terror from the tomb.* 

This harveft reap from thy Narciffa's grave* 
As poets feigQ'd from Ajax' ftreaming blood 
Arofe, with grief infcrib'd, a mpurpful flow'r ; 
Let wifdom blgflbm from my mortal wound. 
And, firft, of dying friends; \^hat fruit from thefe i 
It brings us more than triple aid; an aid 
To chafe our thoughtlcffnefs, fear, pride, and guilt. 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud. 
To damp our brainlefs ardours ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wife. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 
Qur rugged pafs to death; tp break tbofe bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 
Crofs our ob{lru£led way ; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, a$ fafe, our port frpm ev'ry ftorm. 
Each friend by fate fnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity. 
Which makes us ftoop from our aerial heights, 
And, damp'd with omen of our ov/n dcccafe. 
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On dropping pinions of ambition lower'd, 
Juft; ikim earth's furface, ere we break it up, 
O'er putrid earth to fcratch a little duft. 
And fave the world a nuifance. Smitten friends 
Are angels fent on errands full of love; 
For us they languiiby and for us they die: 
And fhall they languiih, ihaU they die, iq vain? 
Ungrateful, Ihall we grieve their hovering (hadest 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 
3hail we difdain their filent, foft addrefs; 
Their pofthumous advice^ and pious prayer ? 
Senfelefs^ as herds that graze their hallowM gravesj 
Tread under foot their agonies and groans ; 
Fruftrate their anguifh, and deftroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo] no; the thought of death indulge; 
Give it its wholefome empire ; let it reign. 
That kind chaftifer of thy foul in joy ! 
Its reig4 will fpread thy glorious conqucfls far. 
And ftijl the tumults of thy ruffled breaft : 
Aufpicious aera ! golden days, begin! 
The thought of death, ihall, like a god, infpire^ 
And why not think on death ? is life the theme 
Of ev*ry thought ? and wifli of ev'ry hour ? 
And fong pf ev'ry joy? fvirprifing truth 1 
The beaten fpaniel's fondnefs not fo ftrange* 
To wave the numerous ills that fcize on life 
As their own property, their lawful prey ; 
Ere man has meafur'd half his weary ftage. 
His luxuries have left him no refcrve, 
1^0 maiden rdiibcs, unbrpach'd delights ; 
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On cold-fcrrd repetitions he fnbfifts, j 

And in the taftelefs prefent chews the paft; ' 

Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 

Like la^nfii anceftors, his earlier years 

Have difinherited his future hours. 

Which ftarve on orts, and glean their former field. 

live ever here, Lorenzo! — Shocking thought! 
So (hocking, they \^howiih, difown it too; 
Difown from (hame, what they from folly crave* 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the light? 

For what live ever here? ^With laboring ftcp 

To tread our former footfteps ? Pace the round 

Eternal ? To dimb lifers worn heavy wheel. 

Which draws up nothing new? To bea^ and beat, 

The beaten trade ? To bid each wretched day 

The former mock ? To furfeit on the fame. 

And yawn our joys ? or thank a mifery 

For change, tho' fad ? To fee what we have feen ? 

Hear, till unheard, the fame old flabbcr*d tale? 

To tafte the taftcd, and at each return 

Lcfs taftcful? O'er our palates to decant 

Another vintage ? Strain a flatter year. 

Thro' loaded veflels, and a laxer tone ? 

Crazy machines to grind earth's wafted fruits! 

Ill-ground, and worfe concoded! Load, not life! 

The rational foul kennels of excefs! 

Still ftreaming thorough-fares of dull debauch! 

Trembling each gulp, left death ftiould fnatch the bowl. 

Such of our fine ones is the wifli rcfin'd! 
So would they have it: elegant dcfire! 
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Why Dot invite the bellowing ftalls, and wilds? 
Bm fuch examples might their riot awe* 
Thro' want of virtuci that is^ want of thought^ 
(Tho' on bright thought they father all their flights) 
To what are they reduCd? to love^ and bate. 
The fame vain world ; to eenfure^ and efpoufe. 
This painted fhrew of life, who calls them fool^ 
Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 
Thro' dread of worfe ; to cling to this rude rock. 
Barren, to theroi of good, and fliarp with ills. 
And hourly blackeiTd with impending ftorms, 

An^ infamous for wrecks of human hope 

Scar'd at the gloomy gnlph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! fuch their pangs of joy ! 

Tis timc> high time, to fliifc this difmal fcene. 
This hugg'd^ this hideous ftate, what art can cure? 
One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; 
Virtue-^*-«*She, wonder<*working goddefs! charms 
That rock to bloom; and tames the painted (hrew ; 
And what will more furprize, Lorenzo ! gives 
To life's iick, naufeous iteration, change; 
And flraitens nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'fl thou this, Lorenzo? lend an ear, 
A patient ear, thouMt biufli to diibelieve. 

A languid, leaden iteration reigns. 
And ever muft, o'er thofe, whofe joys are joys 
Of fight) fmell, tafte: the cuckow-feafons fing 
The fame dull note to fuch as nothing prize, 
^ But what thofe feafons from the teeming earth. 
To dpating fenfe indulge. But nobler minds. 
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Which relilh fruits unripenM by the fun, , 
Make their days various ; various as the dyes 
On the dove's iieck^ which wanton in his rays* 
Op minds of dove-like innocence poiTefl, 
On lighten'd minds, that bafik in virtue's beams. 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In that, for which they long ; for which they live. 
Their glorious eflforts, wing'd with heav'nly hope, 
Each rising morning fees ftill higher rife ; 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty prefcnts 
To worth maturing, new ftrength^ luftre, fame j 
While nature circle, like a chariot-wheel 
Rolling beneath their elevated auns. 
Makes their fair profpe6): fairer ev'ry hour; 
Advancing virtue, in a line to blifs ; 
Virtue, which Chriftian motives belt infpire ! 
And blifs, which Chriftian fchemes alone infure! 
And (hall we then, for virtue's fake, commence 
Apoftates ? and turn infidels for joy ? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truft, 
^ He fins agaipft this life, who flights the next.' 
What is this life ? how few their fav'rite know? 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 
By pafijonately loving life, we make 
Lov'd life unlovely; hugging her to death. 
We give to time eternity's regard ; 
And, dreaming, take our paffage for our port. 
Life has no value, as an end, but means ; 
An end deplorable! a means divine! 
Whep 'tis our all, 'tis nothing j worfe than nought; 
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A neft of pains ; when held as nothing, much : 
Like fome faif hum^rifls, life is molt enjoyM^ 
When courted leaft ; moft worth, when difefteem'd } 
Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace; 
In profpeft richer far; important! awful! 
Not to be meniion'd, but with ihouts of praife ! . 
Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy I 
The mighty bafis of eternal blifs ! 

Where now the barren rock? the painted (hrew? 
Where now, Lorenzo! life's eternal round? 
Have I not made my triple promife good ? 
Vain is the world ; but only to the vain. 
To what compare we then this varying fccne, 
Whofe worth ambiguous rifes, and declinea? ^ 
Waxes, and wanes ? (in all propitious, night 
AiHfts me here) compare it to the moon ; 
Dark in herfelf and indigent; but rich 
In borrowM luftre from a higher fpherc. 
When grofs guilt interpofes, laboring earth, 
O'erfliadow'd, mourns a deep cclipfe of joy ; 
Her JQys, at brighteft, pallid, to that font 
Of full eifulgent glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that glory diftant : Oh Lorenzo ! 
A good man, and an angel ! thefe between 
How thin the ba-rier ? what divides their fate? 
Perhaps a moment ; or, perhaps a year ; 
Or, if an age, it is a moment ftill ; 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. 
Then be, what once they were, who now are gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the ikies. 
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Starts timid nature at the gloomy pafs ? 
The fof t tranfition call it, and be chear'd : 
Such it is okfnh 9nd why not to thee ? 
To hope the beft is pious, brave, and wife; 
And may itfelf procure, what it prefumes. 
Life is mpch flatted, death is much traduc'd ; 
Compare the f ivak, and the kinder crown. 
< Strange competition !' — True, Lorenzo! ftrange! 
So little life can caft into the fcale* 

Life makes the foul dependent on the duft ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the fpheres. 
Thro' chinks, ftylM organs, dim life peeps at light j 
Death burfts th' involving cloud, and all is day; 
All eye, all ear, the difembody'd power. 
Death has feign'd evils, nature (hall not feel ; 
life, ills fubftantial, wifdom cannot ihun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that fon of heaven ! 
By tyrant life dethroned, imprifon'd, pain'd ? 
By death enlarg'd, ennobled, dcifyM? 
Death but entombs the body ; life the foul. 

* Is death then guiltlefs ? How he marks his way 
« With dreadful wafte of what defcrvcs to fliinc! 

* Art, genius, fortune, elevated power ! 

« With various luftres thcfe light up the world, 

* Which death puts out, and darkens human race*' 
I grant, Lorenzo! this indidment juft: 

The fage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 
Death humbles thefe; more barb'rous life, the man. 
Life is the triumph of our mouldering clay; 
Death, of the fpirit infinite ! divine I 
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Death has no dreads but what frail life imparts j 
Nor life true joy^ but whatkiiid death iinpro?et«] 
No blifs has life jto boaft » till death can pit 
Far greater; life's a debtor to the gme. 
Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

^Lorenzo! bluihat fondnefs for a Jifi^ 
Which fendlB celeftial fouls on errands Tile, 
To catter for the fenfe ; and ferve at boards. 
Where ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, juftly claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feaft ! a foul, a foul immortal^ 
In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 
Lorenzo ! blufli at terror for a deatb> 
Which gives thee to repofe in feftive bowery 
Where neAars fparkle, angels minifter. 
And more than angels ibare, and raifc, and crown^ 
And eternize the birth, bloom, burfts of blifs. 
What need I more ? O death, the palm is thine. 

Then welcome, death I thy dreaded harbingers. 
Age, and difeafe; difeafe, tho' long my gueft; 
That plucks my nerves, thofe tender firings of life; 
Which, pluckt a little more, will toll the bell. 
That calls my few friends to my funeral; 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps a tear. 
While reafon and religion, better taught. 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant. Death is viAory ; 
It binds in chains the raging ills of life: 
Luft and ambitioUji wrath and avarice, 
Dragg'd at his chariot-wheelj applaud his power. 



^ THE COMPLAlNti 

That ills corrofivc, cares importunate. 
Are not immortai too» O death! is thine^ 
Our day of diiToIution ! — name it right ; * 

^Tis our great pay-day; 'tis our hanrcft, rich 
And ripe : What tho' the fickle, fometimes keen^ 
Jufl: fears us as We reap the golden grain ? 
More than thy balm, O Gilead! heals the wo(ind« 
Birth's feeble.cry, and death's deep difmal groan^ 
Are flcndcr tributes low-taxt nature pays 
For mighty *gain ; the gain of each, a life ! 
But O ! the laft the former fo tranfcends. 
Life dies, compared ; life lives beyond the grave. 

And feel I, death ! no joy from thought of thee ? 
Death, the gfeat counfellor, who man infpires 
With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed I 
Death, the deliverer, who refcties man ! 
Death, the rewarder, who the refcu'd crowns ! 
Death, that abfolvcs my birth, a curfe without it! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares, 
Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy ; 
Joy's fource and fubjeft, (till fubfift unhurt; 
One, in my foul ; and one, in her great fire ; 
Tho* the four winds were warring for my duft* 
Tes, and from winds, and waves, and cetitral night, 
Tho' prifon'd there, my duft too 1 reclaim, 
(To duft when drop proud nature's proudeft fpheres) 
And live entire. Death is the crown of life ; 
Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain ; 
Were death deny'd, to live would not be life ; 



NIGHT THE THIRD. 6s 

Were death deny'd, ev^n fools would wi{h to die. 
Death wounds to cure : we fall ; we rife ; we reign! 
Spring from our fetters ; faften in the /kies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our fight: 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. 
This king of tenws is the prince of pea^ze. 
When (hall I die to vanity, pain> death ? 
When fhall I die?— When (hall I live for ever? 
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A Much-indebted Mufc, OYorke! intrudes. 
Amid the fmiles of fortune, and of youths 
Thine ear is patient of a ferious fong. 
How deep implanted in the bread of man 
The dread of death ? I fing its fov'reign cure. 

Why ftart at death ? where is he ? death arrived. 
Is pad ; not come> or gone, he's never here. 
Ere hope, fenfation fails; black-boding man 
Keceivesj not fuBTers death's tremendous blow. 
The knellj the fliroud, the mattock and the grave; 
The deep damp vault, the darknefs> and the worm $ 
Thefe are the bugbears of a winter's eve. 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagination's fool, and error's wretch, 
Man makes a death, which nature never made; 
Thei} on the point of his own fancy falls ; 
And feels a thoufand deaths, in fearing one. 

But were death frightful, what has age to fear ? 
If prudent, age ihould meet the friendly foe. 
And ihelter in his hofpitable gloom. 
I fcarce can meet a monument, but holds 
My younger ; every date cries — * Come away.' 
Apd what recalls me? iock the world aroui^d. 



70 THE COMPJ4AINT; 

And tell me what : the wifcft cannot tell. 
Should any born of ifi^maQ give his thought; 
Full range, on juft diflike's unbounded field } 
Of things, the vanity; of men, the flaws; 
. Flaws in thebeft; the many, flaw all o'er; 
As leopards, fpotted, or as Ethiops, dark ; 
Vivacious ill ; good dying immature; 
(How immature, Narcifla's marble tells) 
And at its death bequeathing cndlefs pain ; 
His heart, tho' bold, would fickcn at thefight^ 
And fpend itfclf in fighs, for future fcenes. 
But grant to life^ (and juft it is to grant 
To lucky life) fome perquifitcs of joy ; 
A time there is, when^ like a thrice-told tale. 
Long-rifled life of fweet can yield po more. 
But from our comment on the comedy, 
Pleafmg reflexions on parts well fuftatn'd. 
Or purposed emendations where we faird. 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid judge. 
When, on their exit, fouls are bid unrobe, 
Tqfs fortune back her tinfel, and her plume. 
And drop this maik of flcfti behind the fcene. 

With me, that time is come 5 my world is dead ^ 
A new world rifcs, apd new manners reign : 
Foreign comedians, a fprucc band ! arrive. 
To pufli me from* the fcene, or hifs me there* 
What a pert race ftarts up ! the ftrangcrs ga;5ej| 
And I at them ; my neighbour is unknown ; 
Nor that the worft: ah me! the dire efftft 
Of loit'riiig here, of death defrauded Ipngij 
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Of old fo gradous (and let that fuffice) 
Mjr very mailer knows me not. — 7-* 

Shall I dare fay, peculiar is the fate; 
Fve been fo long remembered, I'm fbrgot» 
An objeA ever prefling dims the fight, 
And hides behind its ardour to be feen. 
When in bis counters ears 1 pour my plaint. 
They drink it as the nedar of the great ; 
And fqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow; 
Refufal ! ctoft thou wear a fmoother form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I .drop my theme: 
Who cheapens life, abates the fear of death: 
Twice-told the period fpent on ftubbom Troy, 
Court favour, yet untaken, I befiege ; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich. 
Alas! ambitipn makes my little, lefs; 
Embitt'ring the poffefs'd: why wifli'd-for more? 
Wifhingi of all employments, is the worft ; 
Philofophy's reverfc! and health's decay I 
Were I as plump as ftali'd theology, 
Wifhing would wafte me to this ihade again. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-fea dream, 
Wifhing is an expedient to be poor* 
Wiihing, that conftant hedic of a fool ; 
Caught at a court ; purg'd off by purer air. 
And fimpler diet ; gifts of rural life! , 

Bled be that hand divine which gently laid 
My heart at reft beneath this humble (bed. 
The world^s aftately bark, on dang'rous feas. 
With pleafure fecn, but boarded at our peril: 

E4 
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Herct on a fingle plank, thrown fafe afliorci 
I bear the tumult of the dUlant throng. 
As that of feas remote, or dying ftorms; 
And meditation fce&et, more filent ftiU; 
Purfue my theme, and fight the fear of deaths 
Here, like a (bepherd gazing from bis hut, 
Touching bis reed, or leaning on his itaff, 
Eager ambition's fiery chace I fee i 
1 fee the circling hunt of noify men, 
fiurft law's inclofure, leap the mounds of right, 
Purfuing, and purfu'd, each other's prey; 
As wolves, for rapine f as the fox, for wUes; 
Till dea^b, that mighty hunter, earth's them all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an bour^ 
What though we wade in wealth, or foar in fame ? 
Earth's bigheft ftation ends in, ' Here be lyes:' 
And * duft to dud' concludes her nobleft fong* 
If this fong lives, pofterity ihall know 
One, though in Briuin born, with courtiers bred^ 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a day top latc^ 
Nor on bis fubtle death«bed plaun'd bis fcbeme 
For future vacancies in church or ftate ; 
Some avocation deeming it-— rto die; 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich; 
Guilt's bluqder ! and the loudefl laugh of bell. 

O my coevals! remnants of yourfelvea! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o'er the grave! 
Shall we, fliall a^ed men, like aged trees. 
Strike deeper their vile rooty-and clofer clmgj^ 
Still more ^namour'^of this w^ctcb^d (pil^ 
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Shall our pale> withered hands, be ftill (tretchM out. 
Trembling, at once, with eagernefs and age? 
With av'rice, and conyuliionsj grafping hard? 
Grafping at air ! for what has earth befide ? 
Man wants but little; nor that little, long; 
How foon mifft he refign his very duft. 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! 
Years unexperiencV} mih on numerous ills ; 
And fpon as man, expert from time, has found 
Xhekey of life, it opes the gates qf death. 

When in this vale of years I backward look. 
And mifs fuch numbers, numbers too of fuch. 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age. 
And fl:ri£ler on their guard, and fitter far 
To play life's fubtle game, I fcarce believe 
I ftill furvive : and am I fond of life. 
Who fcarce can think it poifible, 1 live? 
Alive by miracle ! or, what is next. 
Alive by Mead ! if I am ftill alive. 
Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmnefs of nerve, and energy of thought* 
Life's lee is not more ihallow, than jmpur^. 
And vapid, fepfe and reafon ihew the door. 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duft* 

O thou great arbiter of life and death} 
Nature's immortal, immaterial fun ; 
Whofe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 
From darknefs, teeming darknefs, where Hay 
T]ie worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
Yhc dyft I tread on, high tq bear my brpAY, 
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To drink the fpirit of the golden day. 
And triumph in exiftence: and conldil know 
No motive^ but my blifs; and haft ordain'd 
A rife in bleffing! with the^ atriarch's joy^ 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown ; 
I truft in thee, and know in whom I tnift ; 
Or life, or deaths is equal ; neither weighs : 
All weight in this — ^O let me live to thee ! 

Though nature's terrors, thus, may be reprcft ; 
Still frowns grim death ; guilt points the tyrant's fpear* 
And whence all human guilt ? from death forgot* 
Ah me! too long I fet at nought the fwarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew; 
And fmird, unfmitten: fmall my caufe to fmile! 
Death's admonitions, like ihafts upwards fhot. 
More dreadful by delay ; the longer ere 
They ftrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound. 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it ftings : 
Who can appeafe its anguifh? how it burns! 
What hand the barb'd, envenom'd, thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace. 
And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb ? 

With joy, — ^with grief, that healing hand I fee; 
Ah! too confpicuous! it is fix'd on high. 
On high ? — what means my phrenzy ? I blafpheme ; 
Alas! how low? how far beneath the Ikies? 
The ikies it form'd : and now it bleeds for m e 
But bleeds the balm I want — yet ftill it bleeds ; 
Draw the dire ftcel — Ah no ! — the dreadful blcfling 
What heart or can fuftain, or dares forego? 
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There bangs all human hope ) that nail fupports 
The falling univcrfe; that gone, we drop; 
Horror receives us, and the difmal wi(h 
Creation had been fmother^d in her birth— ^ 
Darknefs his curtain, and his bed the duft 1 
When ftars and fun are duft beneath his throne! 
In heav'n itfelf can fuch indulgence dwell? 
O what a groan was there! a groan not his. 
He fei^M our dreadiul right ; the load fuftainM ; 
And heay'd the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thoufand worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear. 
Senfations new in angels bofoms rife ; 
Sufpend their fong ; and make a paufe in blifs. 

O for their fong to reach my lofty theme! 
lofpire me, JSTight! with all thy tuneful fpheres iqfpire ; 
Wbilft I with ferapbs fhare feraphic themes, 
And fhew to men th^ dignity of man ; 
Left I blafpl^cme my fubjeft with my fong. 
Shall Pagan pages glow ccleftial flame. 
And Cbriftian languifh ? on our heans, not heads. 
Falls the foul infamy; My heart! awake^ 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 
f Expended Deity on human weal ?' 
Feel the great truths, which burft the tenfold night 
Of heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endlcfs day: to feel, is to befir'd 5 
And to believe, Lorcnzol is to feel. 

Thou mod: indulgent, moft tremendous pow*r ! 
3till more tremendous, for thy wond'rous love! 
Tl^^f arws, wifh awe mpre awful, thy comipands ^ 



7< THE COMPLAINT: 

And foul tranf]Q(reffion dips in fev^fold nighty 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenfe ! 
In love immenfe, inviolably jaft! ' 

Thou, rather than thy juftice fhould be ftain'd, 
Didfl ftain the crofs ; and, work of wonders far 
The greateft, that thy deareft far might bleed* 

Bold thought! (hall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs? 
Should man more execrate, or boaft, the guilt 
Which rous'd fuch vengeance? which fach love inflam^di 
(O'er guilt how montainous!) with out-ftretch'd arma> 
Stern juftice, and foft-fmiling love, embrace^ 
Supporting, in full majefty, thy throne. 
When feem-d its majefty to need fupport. 
Or that, or man, inevitably loft« 
What, but the fathomlefs of thought divine, 
Could labour fuch expedient from defpair. 
And refcue both! both refcue! both exalt! 
O how are both exalted by the deed ! 
The wond'rous deed ! or fhall I call it more ? 
' A wonder in omnipotence itfelf ! 
A myftery, no Icfs to gods than men I 

Not, thus, our infidels th' Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, confummate, abfolute, 
Fqll-orbM, in his whole round of rays complete: 
They fet at odds heav'n's jarring attributes; 
And, with one excellence, another wound; 
Maim Hcav'n's perfcftion, break its equal beamj* 
Bid mercy triumph over — God hirafclf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praife; 
A QQd al( mercy^ is a Gpd unjuft, 
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Te brainlefs wits! yebapdz*d infidels! 
Te vrotk for mending] wafh'd to fouler ftains! 
The ranfom was paid down; the fund of hea?'ii| 
Heav'n's inexhauftible exbsiufled fuiid^ 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 
AIL price beyond: though curious to compute. 
Archangels fail'd to caft the mighty fum: 

Ilts value vaft ungrafpt by minds create. 
For ever hides^ and glows, in the fupreme* 

And was the ranfom paid? It was: and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you. 
The fun beheld it — ^no, the {hocking fcene 
Drove back his chariot : midnight veil'd his face ; 
Not fuch as this; not fuch as nature makes; 
A midnight, nature fhudder'd to behold ; 
A midnight new! a dread eclipfe (without 
Oppoiing fpheres) from her Creator's frown ! 
Sun ! didll thou fly thy Maker's pain ? or ftart 
At that enormous load of human guilt. 
Which bow'd his bleiTed head ; o'erwhelm'd his crofs j 
Made groan the centre, burft earth's marble womb. 
With pangs, ftrange pangs! delivered of her dead? 
Hell howl'd ; and heav*n that hour let fall a tear ; 
V Heav*nwept,that men might fmile ! heav'n bled, that man' 
Might never die ! 

And is devotion virtue? 'tis compelled: 
What heart of ftone, but glows at thoughts like thefe ? 
Such contemplations mount us; and ihould mount 
The mind ftill higher ; nor ever glance on man, 
Unraptur*d, uninflam*d% — Where roll my thoughts 
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To reft from Wonders P other wonders rife ; 

And ftrikc where-c^er they roll: my foul is caught t 

Heat'n's fo?'reign blciEngs^ cluft^ring from the cro&> 

Rufh on her^ in a throngs and clofe her rounds 

The prisoner of amaze! — ^In his bleft life 

I fee the path, and, in his death, the price. 

And in his great afcent, the proof fupreme 

Of immortality — And did he rife ? 

Here, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead! 

He rofe! he rofel he burft the bars of death* 

Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates! 

And give the King of gloiy to come in: 

Who is the King of gl(»7 i He who left 

His throne of glory, for the pang of death : 

Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates ! 

And give the King of glory to come in. 

Who is the King of glory ? He who flew 

The rav'nons foe, that gorg'd all human race! 

The King of glory. He, Whofe glory fillM 

Heav'n with amazement at his love to man; 

And with divine complacency beheld 

Powers moft illumin'd, wilder'd in the theme. 

The theme, the joy, how then Ihall man fuftaib ? 
Oh the burft gates! crufh'd fting! demolifliM throne! 
Laft gafp of vanquifh'd death. Shout earth and heaven 
This fum of good to man. Whofe nature, then. 
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb ! 
Then, then, I rofe ; then firft humanity 
Triumphant paft the cryftal ports of light, 
(Stupendous gueft!) and feiz'd eternal youth } 
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SeizM In our name. E^er fince, ^tis blafphemons 

To call man mortal. Man's mortality 

WaS) then, transferr'd to death ; and heaVn's dnmtioa 

Unalienably feal'd to this frail frame^ 

This child of duft,— — man, all immortal I hail ; 

Hail, heaven 1 all^layifli of ftrange gifts to man ! 

Thine all the glory: man's the boundlefs blifs. 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme^ 
On Chriftian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian mount? — ^— *Alas, finall caufe for joy! 
What if to pain immortal i If extent 
Of being, to preclude a dofe of woe ! 
Where, then, my boaft of immortality i 
Iboaft it ftill, though cover'd o'er with guilt 2 
For guilt, not innocence, his life be pour'd ; 
'Tis guilt alone can juftify his death; 
Nor that, unlefs his death can juftify 
Relenting guilt in Heav'n's indulgent fight. 
If, fick of folly, I relent; he writes 
My name in heav'n, with that inverted fpear 
(Afpear deep dipt in blood!) which piercM his fide. 
And open'd there a font for all mankind, 
Whoftrive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live: 
This, only this, fubdues the fear of death. 

And what is this ? — Survey the wond'rous cure : 
And at each ftep, let higher wond«* rife ! 
< Pardon for infinite offence! and pardon 

* Through means, that fpeak its value infinite! 

* A pardon bought with blood! with blood divine! 
^ With blood divine of him, I made my foe ! 
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Periifted toproTdke! though wooM, and aw'd^ 

Bleft^ and chaftis'd, a flagrant rebel ftill! 

A rebel 'midft the thunders of his throne ! ^ 

Nor I alone^ a rebel univerfe I 

My fpecies up in arms! not one exempt! 

Yet for the fouleft of the fouU he dies. 

Mofl joy'd, for the redeemed f rcnn deepeft guilt ! 

As if our race were held of higheft rank ; 

And Godhead dearer^ as more kind to man !' 
Bounds every heart! and every bofom^ bum! 
Oh what a fcale of miracles is here ! 
Its lowed round, high-^planted on the ikies ; 
Its towering fummit loft beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful afcent, with equal praife I 
Praife! flow for ever, (if aftonifliment 
Will give thee leave) my praife 1 for ever flow ; 
Praife ardentj cordial, conftant, to high Heav'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd ; 
And all her fpicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, fo due to Heav'n, fliall praife defcend, 
With her foft plume, (from plaufive angels wing 
Firil plucked by man) to tickle mortal ears, 
Thus diving, in the pockets of the great? 
Is praife the perquifite of ev'ry paw. 
Though black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
Oh love of gold, thou meaneft of amours ! 
Shall praife her odours waftc on virtue's deed, 
Embalm the bafe, perfume the ftench of guilt. 
Earn dirty breed by wafliing ^thiops fair, 
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JRemoidng filthi or linking it from fight, 

A fcavenger in fcenesi where vacant poftsj 

Lilic gibbets yet untenanted^ expeA 

Their future ornaments? From courts and throne^i 

Return^ apoflate praife 1 thou ragabond ! 

Thou proftitute ! to thy firft love return. 

Thy firft, thy greateft, once unrival'd themes 

There flow redundant; like Meander flow> 
JBack to thy fountain; to that Parent Power, 
Who gives the tongue to founds the thought to foar. 
The foul to be. Men homage pay to mcn^ 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful eye they bow 
In mutual awe profound^ of clay to clayi^ 
Of guilt to guilt ; and turn their backs on thee. 
Great Sire! whom thrones celeftial ceafelefs fing ; 
To proflrate angels, an amazing fcene ! 

O the prefumption of man^s awe for man ! ^- 

Man's Author ! End ! Reftorer 1 Law ! and Judge ! 
Thine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of nighty 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds! 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee? 
What, heav'n^s meridian glory, but thy fmile ? 
And (hall not praife be thine! not human praife ? 
While heav*n*s high hoft on hallelujahs live ? 

O may I breathe no longer, than 1 breathe 
My foul in praife to him, who gave my foul. 
And all her infinite of profpeft fair. 
Cut thro* the (hades of hell, great love ! by thee. 
Oh moft iadorable 1 moft unador*d! 
Where ftiall that praife begin, which ne'er (hould end ? 



^. 
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Wherc-c*er I turn, what claim on all applaufe ( 
How is night's fable mantle laboor'd o'er. 
How richly wrought with attributes diyine! 
What wifdom ihines! what love! this midnight pomp. 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid ! 
Built with diyine ambition ! nought to thee ; 
For others this profufion: thou, apart. 
Above, beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ? fliall I dive into the deep? 
Call to the fun, or afk the roaring winds, 
For their Creator ? (hall I qucftion loud - 
The thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds HE furious ftorms in ftraiten'd reins. 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car ? 
What mean thefe queftions ? — trembling I retra^ j 

My proftrate foul adores the prefent God : 

Praife I a diftant Deity? he tunes 

My voice, (if tun'd;) the nerve, that writes, fuftains 5 

Wrapp'd in his being, I refound his praife: 

But though paft all diffused, without a Ihore, 

His effcnce ; local is his throne (as meet) 

To gather the difperft (as ftandards call 

The lifted from afar) to fix a point, 

A central point, colleftivc of his fons. 

Since finite ev'ry nature, but his own. 

The namelefs he, whofc nod is nature's birth j 

And nature's fhield the fliadow of his hand ; 

Her diffolution, his fufpended fmile ! 

The great Firft-Laft! pavilion'd high he fits 

In darknefs from cxceffive fplendor, borne. 
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By gods unfccn, unlefs through luftre loft# 
His glory, to created glory, bright, 
As that to central horrors j he looks down 
On all that foars, add fpans immeofity. 

Tho' night undumber'd worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundlefs creation! what art thou? A beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majefty : 
And ihall an atom of this atom- world 
Mutter, in duft and fin, the theme of heaven ? 
Down to the centre ihould I fend my thought 
Thro* beds of glittering ore, and glowing gems. 
Their beggar'd blaze wants luftre for my lay j 
Goes out in tfarknefs: if, on tow'ring wing, 
I fend it thro* the boundlefs vault of ftarsl 
(The ftars, tho^ rich, what drofs tffcir gold to thcci 
Great! good! wife! wonderful! eternal King!) ' 
If to thofe confcious ftars thy throne around, 
Praife ever*pouring, and imbibing hhk; 
And afk their ftrain ; they want it, more they want. 
Poor their abundance, humble their fubliihe. 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold, '^ 

Indebted ftill, their higheft rapture burns; 
Short of its mark, defeftive, tho* divine. 

Still more — this theme is'inan's, and man's alone; 
Their vaft appointments reach it not: they fee 
On earth a bohnty not indulged on high ; 
And downward look for heav*n*s fuperior praife ! 
Firft born of ether! high in fields of light! 
View man, to fee the glory of your God! 
Could angels envy, they had cnvy'd here; 

F 2 
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And fome did envy ; and the reft, though godsy 
Tet ftiii gods unredeem'd (there triumphs man, 
Tempted to weigh the duft againft the fkies) 
They lefs would feel, though mdffe adorn, my thcme^ 
They fung creation (for in that they ihar'd ;) 
How rofe in melody, the Child of love ! 
Creation's great fuperior, man ! is thine ; 
Thine is redemption ; they juft gave the key : 
*Ti8 thine to raifc, and eternize, the fong ; 
Though human, yet divine; for fhould not tbia 
Kaife man o'er man, and kindle feraphs here? 
Redemption ! 'twas creation more fublime ; 
Redemption ! 'twas the^ labour of the lki« ; 

Far more than labour it was death in heav'n. 

A truth fo ftrange iPtwere bold to think it true; 

If not far bolder ftill, to difbelieve^ 

Here paufe, and ponder: leas there death in heaven^ 

What then on earth ? on earth* which ftruck the blow? 

Who ftruck it? Who? O how is man inlarg'd. 

Seen through this medium! how the^pigmy tow'rs! 

How counterpoised his origin from duft ! 

How countcrpois'd, to duft his fad return! 

How voided his vaftdiftance from the ikies! 

How near he prcffcs on the fcraph's wing! 

Which is the fcraph ? which the born of clay ? 

How this dcmonftratcs, through the thickeft cloud 

Of guik, rfnd day condenft, the fon of heaven ! 

The double fon; the made, and the re-made! 

And fliall heaven's double property be loft ? 

Man's double madnefs only can deftroy. 
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To man the bleeding crofs has promisM all ; 
The bleeding crofs has fworn eternal grace ; 
Who gave his life, what grace fhall he deny? 
Oye! who, from this Rock of ages, leap, 
Difdainful, plunging headlong in the deep! 
What cordial joy, what confolation flrong. 
Whatever winds arife, or billows roll. 
Our int'reft in the matter of the ftprra? 
Cling there, and In wrecked nature's ruins fraile ; 
While vile apoftates tremble in a calm. 

Man! know thyfelf. All wifdom centres there: 
To none man feems ignoble, but to man ; . 
Angels that grandeur, men o'erJook, admire : 
How long Ihall human nature be their book^ 
Degenerate mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
The beam dim reafon (heds Ihews wonders there ; 
What high contents I illuftrious faculties! 
But the grand^comment, which difplays at full 
Our human height, fcarce fever'd from divine. 
By Heav'n comptJs'd, was publifli'd on the crofs. 

Who looks on that, and fees not in himfelf 
An awful ftranger, a terreftrial god ? 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life? 
If a god bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 
I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 
Catches ftrange fire, eternity ! at thee ; ' 
Aqd drops the world — or rather, more enjoys: 
How cji ang'd the face of jiature ! how improved ! 
What feem'd a ch^os, fliines a glorious world, 

F3 
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Or, what a world, an Eden ; hcightcn'd all ! ' 
It is another fcene! another felf ! 
And {till another, as time rolls along; 
And that a felf far more illuftrious ftill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in fhades 
UnpiercM by bold conjcfture*s keeneft ray. 
What evolutions of furprifing fate! 
How nature opens, and receives my foul 
In boundlefs walks of raptur'd thought ! where gc 
Encounter, and embrace me! what new births 
Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the fun, 
Where what new charms, perhaps, whatever exift 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot! 

Is this extravagant ? Of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be juft : 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him : 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
The worl4of rationals j one fpirit pourM 
From fpirit's awful fountain ; pour'd himfelf 
Thro' all their fouls; but not in equal ftream, 
Profufe, or frugal, of th' infpiring God, 
As his wife plan demanded; and when pad 
Their various trials, in their various fphcres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Reforbs them all into himfelf again; 
His throne their centre, and his fmile their crown 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to fine 
Tho* yet unfung, as dcem'd, perhaps, too bold ? 
Angels arc men of st fupcrior kiod j 
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Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 
High o'er celeftial mountains wing'd in flight { 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 
And flipp'ry ftep, the bottom of the fteep. 
Angels their failings^ mortals have their praife ; 
While here, of corps ethereal, fuch cnroll'd, 
And fummon'd to the glorious flandard foon. 
Which flames eternal crimfon thro' the fkics. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtlefs of their kin. 
Yet abfent 5 but not abfent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael fung 
Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown. 
Sent by the Sov'heign : and are thefe, O man! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and thou (fliame burn 
The cheek to cinder !) rival to the brute ? 

Religion's all. Dcfcending from the flcies 
To wretched man, the goddcfs in her left 
Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next; 
Religion! the fole voucher man is man; 
Supporter fole of man above himfelf ; 
Ev'n in this night of frailty, change, and de4th, 
She gives the foul a foul that afts a god. 
Religion ! providence ! an after-ftate ; 
Here is firm footing^ here is folid rock ; 
This can fupport us ^ all is fea befides ; 
Sinks under us, beftorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man faftens on the fkies. 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 
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Darkoefff and ftencbi and fuAocating dampii 
i\nd dungeon«horrorii by kind fate, difcharg'd^ 
Climbf fome fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surround! himi and Elyfian profpe^ rife» 
Ilii heart exuhii hii fpiriu caft their load i 
A$ ti netv-born, he triuinphg in the change i 
So joys the foul, when from inglorious aimi « 
And fordid fweet^i from feculence and froth 
Of ties terreltriali iet at large, ibe mounts 
To reafon'f region, her own elemept. 
Breathes hopes immortal, and afTe^ the ikies* 

Heligion! thou the foul of happinefsj 
And, groaning Calvary, of thee 1 there ibitie 
The nobleCl truths; there ftroQgeft mojcivcs fting t 
There iacrcd violence aflaults the fpul ; 
There^ nothing but compulfion is forborn* 
Can love allure us? or can terror awe? 
He weeps! — the falling drop puts out the fun ; 
He fighs! — the figh earth's deep foundation (bakes* 
If, in his love, fo terrible, what then 
Hi» wrath inflatn*d? his tcndcrncfsonfirc? 
Like fol'tf fmooth oil, outhla/ing other fires? 

Can prayV, can praifc avert it? Thou, my all! 

My theme ! my infpiration ! and my crown ! 

My flrength in age! my rife in low eUate! 

My fouKs ambition, plcafure, wealth!— ~my work! 

My light in darknefs! and my life in death! 

My boaft thro' time ! blifs thro* eternity ! 

Ktcrnity, too fhort to fpcak tl»y praifc! 

Or fathom thy profoiind oi love to mM\ : 
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To man of men the mcaneft, cv*n to me j 
My facrifice ! my God ! what things arc thefc! 

What then art Thou ? by what name fliall I call thccf 
Knew I the name devout archangels ufe. 
Devout archangels fhould the name enjoy, 
By me unrivall'd ; thoufands more fublime. 
None half fo dear, as that, which, tho' unfpoke, 
jStill glows at heart : O how omnipotence 
Is loft in love! thou great Philanthropist! 
Father of angels! but the friend of man j 
Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born ! 
Thou, v(rho didft favc him, fnatch the fmoaking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood I 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diftrefs! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude. 
Too big for birth! to favour, and confound ; 
To challenge, and to diftance, all return! 
Of l^yifh love ftupcndous heights to foar. 
And leave praife panting in the diftant vale ! 
Thy right too great defrauds thee of thy due ; 
And facrilegious our fublimeft fong. 
But fmce the naked will obtains thy fmile. 
Beneath this monument of praife unpaid. 
And future life fymphonious to my ftrain, 
(That npbleft hymn to heav'n!) for ever lye 
IntombM my feat qf death ! and ev'ry fear, 
The tk^ad of ev'ry evil, but thy frowp. 

Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely fmile? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their reft^ 
Ye Quietifts, in homage to the /kicsj 
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Serene ! of foft addrefs ! who midly make 

An unobtnifive tender of your hearts^ 

Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed ; 

But, for the bleffing, wreftle not with heav'n ! 

Think you my fong too turbulent ? too warm ? 

Are paflions, then, the pagans of the foul? 

Reafon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd 

To touch things facred ? Oh for warmer ftill ! 

Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rsj 

Oh for an humbler heart, and prouder fong ! 

Thou, my much-injur*d theme! with that foft eye. 

Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 

Compaffion to the coldnefs of ray breaft; 

And pardon to the winter in my ft rain. 

Oh ye cold-^hearted, frozen, formalifts! 
On fuch a theme, 'tis impiousto be calm ; 
Paffion is reafon, tranfport temper, here. 
Shall heav'n, which gave us ardour, and has fliewa 
Her own for man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
What fmooth emollients in theology. 
Recumbent virtue's downy doftors preach. 
That profe of piety, a lukewarm praife ? 
Rife odours fweet from incenfe uninflam*d ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 
But when it glows, its heat is ftruck to heav'n ; 
To human hearts her golden harps are ftrung; 
High heav'n's orcheftra chants amen to man. -^^ 

Hear I, or dream 1 hear, their diftaut ftrain. 
Sweet to the foul, and tafting ftrong of heav'n, 
Soft-wafted on cclcftial pity's plume, 
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Thro' the raft fpaccs of the univerfe. 
To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 
Oh when will death (now ftinglcfs,) like a friend^ 
Admit me of their choir? Oh when will death, 
This mould'ring, old, partition-wall throw down ? 
Giye beings, one in nature, one abode ? 
Oh death divine, that giv'ft us to the fkics ! , 
Great future! glorious patron of the paft. 
And prcfcnt! when fhall I thy (hrine adore ? 
From nature's continent, immenfely wide, ^ 

Immenfely bleft, this litlte ifle of life. 
This dark, incarcerating colony, ^ 

Divides us. Happy day I that breaks bur chain j 
[, I'hat manumits; that cflfs from exile home; 
That leads to nature's great metropolis. 
And rc-admits.us, jhro* ibe guardian hand* 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne ; 
Who hears our Advpcate, and thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, altow^vhat tender name. 
' Tis this makes Chriftian triumph a command : 
*Tis this makes joy a duty to the wife ; 
*Tis impious, in a good man, to be fad. 

Seeft thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all oqf hope ? 
Touched by the crofe, we live; or, more than die ; 
Th^t touch. which touched not angtls; more divine 
Than that, which touchM confufion into form, 
And dJritnefs into glory, partial touch ! 
Ineffably pre-eminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and fov'rcign thro' the whole 
l^ong golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
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From heaven thro* all duration, and fupports 
In one illuftrious, and amazing plan^ 
Thy welfare, nature ! and thy God'§ renown ; 
That touch, with charm celeflial, heals the foul 
Difeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
Turns earth to heaven, to heav'nly thrones transforms* 
' The ghaftly ruins of the mouldering tomb. 
• Doft aflc me wten? when He who dy'd returns? 
Returns, how chang'd! -Where then the man of woe? 
In giory's terrors all the Godhead bums; « • 
And all his courts, e:{dran{led Ify the tide 
Of Deiti|s triumphant in his train, 
Leave a ftupendons folitude in heaven; 
Rcplenifht foon, replenifht wftR }ncreafe 
Of povp,\ind multitdde ; a radisuit band «r 

Of angels n9w; of angels#fr«ai the (pmb* 

Is thi? by fancy thrown remote ? anc^ rife 
Dark doubts between the promife^ and event ? 
I fend thee not to volumes forifiy cure ; 
Read nature ; nature is a friftid to truth ; 
Nature is Chriftian; preaches to mankind; 
And bids dead matter aid us in- our creed. 
Haft thou ne'er feen the comet's flaming flight ? 
Th' illuftnous ftranger pafling, teitor (beds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Thro' depths of ether; coafts unnumbcr'd worlds;, 
Of more than folar glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty cape; and thcnrevifits earth, 
Frpm the jppg travel of a thqufand years, 



Night the fourth, ^j 

* Thus^ at the deflin'd period, (hall return 
He, onee on earth, who bids the comet blazer 
Andj with him, all our triumph o'er the tomb^ 

Nature is dumb on this important point ; 
Or l^ope precarious in low whifpcr breathes ; 

I Faith fpeaks aloud^ diftin£i; ev'n adders hear^ 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge acrofs the gvUpii of deaths 
To break the fhock blind nature cannot fhun, * 
And lands thought fmoothly on the farther ihorc« » 
Death's terror is the mountain faith removes ; 
That mountain barrier between man and peace. 
'Tis faith difarms deftruftion ; and abfolve;? 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge; the guiltlefs tomb^ 

Why difbelieTC? Eorenzo! — ^.-Reafon bids, 
' All-facrcd reafon.'^HpJd her facrcd ftiUj 
Nor {halt thou waift a rival in thy flame : 
AU-facred rcafon! fource, and foul, of all ♦ 

Demanding pf aife, on ^th, or earth above ! 
My heart is thine : deep i%*its inmoft folds, 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I tlje blefled crofs, by fortune ftampt 
On paflive nature, before thought was born I 
My birth's blind bigot! fir'd with local zcalf 
No ; reafon rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 
Weigh'd true, and falfe, in her impartial fcale; 
My heart became the convert of my head ; 
And made that, choice, which once was but my fate* 
* On argument alone my faith is built:' 
Reafon purfu'd is faith \ and, unp^rfu'd 
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Where proof inyftcf/tiireafoiTi thetii no more: 
And fucb oor proof, that, or our faith ii rights 
Or reafon Ijrei, and hea?'n defign'd it wrong: 
Abfolve we this? whati theni 1$ blafphemy ? 

Fond at we arei and juflly fond of faith, 
Reafoni we grant, demands our fir ft regard | 
The mother honoured, at the daughter dear. 
Reafon the root, fair faith is but the flower : 
Tbt fading flower ihall die ; but reafon lires 
Immortal, as hcf father in the fkies. 
When faith is virtue, reafon makes it (o. 
Wrong not the Chriflian ; think not reafon yours } 
'Tis reafon qur great mafter holds fo dear ; 
'Tis reafon's injurM rights hit wrath refents; 
'Tis reafon's voice obeyM, his glories crown } 
To give bd reafon life, he ^^rd his own : 
Believe, and fhew the reafon of a n!an ; 
Believe, and tafle the picafurc of a god ; 
Believe, and look with triumpU on the tomb? 
Thro* rcafon's wounds aloilnthy faith can dicj 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
And dips in vcnoin his twice-mortal fling. 

Learn hence what honours, what foud pscans, due 
To thofc,*who pufh our antidote aTide ; 
Thofc boaded friends to reafon, and to man, 
Whofc fatal love flabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heightened gnawing on his heart. 
Thcfc pompous fons of reafon idolizM, 
And vilify Vl at once; of reafon dead, 
Then dcifyM, as moijarchs were of old | 
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What conduft plants proud laurels on their brow? 
While love of truth thro' all their camp refoonds^ 
They draw pride's curtain o'er the noon tide^ray^ 
Spike up their inch of reafon^ on the point 
Of philofophic wit, call'd argument ; 
And then, exulting in their taper, cry^ 
' Behold the fun;' and, Indian-like, adore« 

Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love ! 
Thou maker of new morals to mankind! 
The grand morah'ty is love of thee. 
As wife as Socrates, if fuch they Were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that fublirae renown) 
As wife as Socrates, might juftly ftand 
The definition of a modern fool* 

A Christian is the highe/l: flile of man« 
\ And is there, who the bleiTed crofs wipes offi 
As a foul blot, from his diftionour'd brow ? 
If angels tremble, 'tis at fuch a fight : 
The wretch they qi;it, defponding of their charge, 
More ftruck with grief, ouvonder, who can tell ? 

Ye fold to fenfe! ye citizens of earth! 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian banner fly) 
Know ye how wife your choice, how great your gain ? 
Behold the pifture of earth's happieft man: 

* He calls his wilh, it comes; he fends it back, 

* And fays, he call'd another ; that arrives, 

* Meets the fame welcome; yet he ftill calls on ; 
< Till one calls him, who varies not his call, 

* But holds him faft, in chains of darknefs bound, 

* 'TilLnature dies, and judgment fets him free 5 
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' Jl freedom far lefs welcome than his chain.' 

But grant man happy ; graqt him happy long i 
Add to life's higheft prize her lateft hour! 
That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach^ 
That, like a pod, comes on in full career: 
How fwift the Ihuttlc flics, that weaves thy ihroud! 
Where is the fable of thy former years i 
Thrown down the gulph of time ; as far from thee 
As they had fae'er been thine j the day in hand^ 
Like a bird ftruggling to get loofe, is going ; 
Scarce now poflefsM, fo fuddenly 'tis gone ; 
And each fwift moment fled, is death advanc'd 
By fl:rides as fwift 2 eternity is all ; 
And whofe eternity? who triumphs there? 
Bathing for ever in the font of blifs ! 
For ever balking in the Deity ! 
Lorenzo! who? — Thy confcience fliall reply. 

O give it leave tofpeak; 'twill fpeak ere longi 
Thy leave Unalkt: Lorenzo! heat it now. 
While ufeful its advice, its ^ceiit mild. 
By the great cdift, by divine decree. 
Truth is depofited with man's laft hour; 
An honeft hour, and faithful to her trufl ; 
Truth, eldeft daughter of the Deity ; 
Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds i 
Nor lefs, when he fliall judge the worlds he made i 
Tho' filciit long, and flceping ne'er fo found, 
Smother'd with errors, and oppreft With toys^ 
That heav'n-commiflion'd hour no fooner calls. 
But from her cavern in the foul's abyfs. 



NIGHT THE FOURTH. ^7 

Like him tbcy fable under iEtna whelm'd. 
The goddefs burfts in thunder, and in flame; 
Loudly convinces, and feyerely pains. 
Dark daemons I difcharge, and hydra-ftings; 
The keen vibrations of bright truth--*-is hell: 
Jnft definition! tho' by fchools untaught. 
Te deaf to truth! perufe this parlbnM page. 
And truft, for once, a prophet, and a prieft ; 
^ Men may live fools, but fools they cannbt die.' 
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LdRENZO! to recriminate is juft. 

Fondnefs for fame is avarice of air. 

I grant the man is vain who writes for praife. 

Praife no man e'er defervM^ who fought no more« 

As juft thy fecond charge. I grant the mufe 

Has often bluQi'd at her degenerate fons^ 

Retain'd by fenfe to plead her filthy caufe ; 

To raife the Iow« to magnify the meaUji 

And fubtilize the grofs into rcfin'd : 

As if to magic numbers powerful charm 

Twas given, to make a civet of their fong 

Obfcene, and fweeten ordure to perfume. 

Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the brute. 

And lifts our fwine-enjoyments from the mire. 

The hd notorious, nor obfcure the caufe. 
We wear the chains of plcafure, and of pride. 
Thefc fliare the man; and thcfe diftraft him too ; 
Draw different ways, and clafh in their commands. 
Pride, like an eagle, builds among the ftars; 
But plcafure, lark-like, nefts upon the ground. 
Joys fliar'd by brute-creation^ pride refents ; 
JPleafure embraces: man would both enjoy. 
And both at once : a point how hard to gain ! 

G 3 
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But, what can't wit^ when ftung hy ftrong dcjGre ? , . 

Wit dares atttmpt this arduous enterptize* 
Since joys of fenfe can't rife to reafon's tafte ; 
In fubtle fbphiftry's laborious forge. 
Wit hammers out a reafon new, that ftoops 
To fordid fcenes, and meets them with applaufe. 
Wit calls the Graces the chafte zone to loofe ; 
Nor lefs than a plump god to fill the bowl: 
A thoufand phantoms, and a thoufand fpells^ 
A thoufand opiates fcatters, to delude, 
To fafcinate, inebriate, lay afleep. 
And the fool'd mind of man delightfully confound. 
Thus that which ftiock'd the judgment, fliocks no more 
That which gave pride o£Fence, no more offends. 
Pleafure and pride, by nature mortal foes. 
At war eternal, which in man fhall reign. 
By Wit's addrefs, patthup a fatal peace. 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch. 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curfed art! wipes off the indebted bluQi 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes ev*ry (hame. 
Man fmiles in r\iin, glories in his guilt. 
And infamy ftands candidate for praife. 

All writ by man in favour of the foul, 
Thefe fenfual ethics far, in bulk, tranfcend. 
The flow'rs of eloquence, profufcly pourM 
O'er fpotted vice, fill half the lettered world. 
Can powers of genius exorcife their page. 
And confecratc enormities with fong? 

But let not thefe inexpiable ftrains 
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Condemn the mufe that kno>RPs her dignity ; 

Nor meanly ftops at time^ hut holds die vorld 

As 'tis, in nature's ample field, a point, 

A point in her efteem; from whence to ftart. 

And run the round of uniTerfal fpace. 

To vifit being univerfal there. 

And being's fource, that utmofl: flight of nund! 

Yet, fpite of this fo vaft circumference. 

Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great. 

Sing Syrens only ? do not angels fing i 

There is in pbcfy a decent pride. 

Which well becomes her when flie fpeaks to profe. 

Her younger fitter ; haply, not more wife. 

Think'ft thou, Lorenzo! to find paflimes here? 
No guilty pafBon blown into a flame^ 
No foible flatterM, dignity difgracM, 
' No fairy field of fiftion, all on flow'r. 
No rainbow colours, here, or filkcn tale: 
But folemn counfels, images of awe, 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 
With double weight, thro* thefe revolving fpheres. 
This death-deep filence, and incumbent {hade : 
Thoughts, fuch as ihall revifit your latt hour ; 
Vifit uncalled, and live when life expires ; 
And thy dark'pencil. Midnight! darker ftill 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, ev'n this, my laughter-loving friends ! 
Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the fmile ! 
If, what imports you moft, can moll engage, 
ohall ileal your ear, and chain you to my fong. 

G4 
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Or if yea fail me, know^ the wife fliall ufte 
The truths I fingt the truths I fing flull feel ; 
And, fcelingi gife aflent; and their aiTent 
Is ample recompence ; is more than pnife. 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield! normiftake; 
Think not un-introduc'd I force my way ; 
Narcifla, not unknown, notunally'd. 
By firtue, or by blood, illuftrious youth! 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow'rs^ 
Where all the language harmony, defcends 
Uncalled, and afks admittance for the Mufie: 
A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy praife ; 
Thy praife fhe drops, by nobler flill infpir'd. 

O Thou! bleft Spirit! whether the fnpreme« 
Great antemundane Father! in whofe breaft 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwek^ 
And all its various revolutions roll'd 
Prcfcnt, the' future ; prior to themfcWes ; 
Whofe breath can blow it into nought again; 
Or from his throne fomc delegated pow'r, 
Who, ftudious of our pcacr, daft turn the thought 
From Tain and vile, to folid and fublitne! 
Unfeen thou lead'ft me to delicious draughts 
Of infpiration, from a purer flream. 
And fuller of the God, than that which burfl: 
From fam'd Caftalia: nor is yet allayM 
My facred thirft ; tho' long my foul has rangM 
Thro* pleafmg paths of moral and difine. 
By thee fuftain'd, and lighted by the stars. 

By them bed; lighted are the paths of thought} 
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Nights are their daysi their moft illununM hours. 
By day, the foul, overborn by life's career, ^ 
Stuun'd by the din, and giddy with the glare. 
Reels far from reafon, joftled by the throng. 
By day the foul is pailiye, all her thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By night from objcAs free, from pai&on cool, 
Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimprefs'd, the births 
Of pure ele^on, arbitrary range. 
Not to the limits of one world confin'd ; 
But Aom ethereal travels light on earth. 
As voyagers drop anchor, for repofe. 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of featherM fopperies, the fun adore: 
Darknefs has more divinity for me; 
Ic ftrikes thought inward ; it drives back the foul 
To fettle on herfelf, our point fupreme! 
There lies our theatre; there fit? our judge. 
Darknefs the curtain drops o'er life's dull fcenc ; 
^ ris the kind hand of providence ftreccht out 
'Twixt man and vaflity ; 'tis reafon's reign. 
And virtue's too ; thefe tutelary fhades 
Are man's afylum from the taint edidirong. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian too; 
It no lefs refcues virtue, than infpires. 

Virtue, for ever frail, as fair below. 
Her tender nature fuffers in the croud. 
Nor touches on the world, without a ftain: 
The world's infcdious ; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the mora. 
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Something we thought, is blotted ; we refoIvM, 
Is fhaken ; ire reBouoc'd^ returns again. 
Each falutation may Aide in a fin 
Unthought before^ or fix a former flaw. . 
Nor is it ftrange ; lights motion, concourfe, noife, 
All, fcatter us abroad ; thought outward-bound, 
Negleftful of our bome-aflFairs, flies off 
In fume and diiSpation^ quits her charge. 
And leaves the bread unguarded to the foe. 

Prefent example gets within our guard. 
And adls with double force, by few repellM. . 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of gain 
Strikes, like a pefliilence, from bread to breaft ; 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
And inhumanity is caught from man. 
From fmiling man* A flight, a fingle glance. 
And fliot at random, often has brought home 
A fudden fever, to .the throbbing heart. 
Of envy, rancour, or impure dcfire. 
We fee, we hear, with peril; fafety dwells 
Remote from multitude: the world'iia fchool 
Of wrong, and what proficients fwarm around ! 
We muft or imitat«M>r difapprove ; 
Mud lid as their accomplices, or foes ; 
That dainsour innocence; this wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence, wifdom haj^ been fmit 
With fweet recefs, and languifti'd for the fliadc. 

This facrcd ftiade, and folitude, what is it? 
*Tis the felt prefence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. 
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Vice finks in her allurements^ is ungilt. 

And looks, like other objeds, black by night. 

By night an atheift half-believes a God. 

Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend ; 
The confcious moon» thro' ev'ry diftant age. 
Has held a lamp to wifdom, and let fall. 
On contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heav'n 
Philofophy the fair, to dwell with men. 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride. 
While o*er his head, as fearful to moled 
His lab'ring mind, the ftars in iilence Aide, 
And feem all gazing on their future gueft. 
See him folliciting his ardent fuit 
In private audience; all the live-long night. 
Rigid in thought, and motionlefs, he ftands; 
Nor quits his theme, or pofture, till the fu^ 
(Rude drunkard rifing rofy fromthe main !) 
Diflurbs his nobler intelleftal beam. 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. ' 

Hail, precious moments! flol'n from the black wafte 
Of murder'd time ! aufpicious Midnight ! hail I 
The world excluded, ev*ry paflionAulh'd, 
AndLopen'd a calm intercourfe with heav'n,- 
Here the foul fits in council; ponders pail, 
Predeftines future action ; fees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reaibns with the ftorm ; 
All her lies anfwers, and thinks down her charms. ' 

What awful joy ! what mental liberty I 
I am not pent in darknefs; rather fay 
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(If not too bold) in darknefs Vm embow'r'd. 
Delightful gloom! the c]uft*ring thoughts around 
Spontaneous tifc, and bloflbm in the (hade; 
But droop by day, and ficlcen in the fun. 
Thought borrows light clfcwhcrc; from that firft fire, 
Fountain of animation ! whence defcends 
U&ANi A, my celeftial gueft! who deigns 
Nightly to vifit me, fo mean ; and now 
Confcious bow needful difcipline to man. 
From pleafing dalliance with the charms of night 
My wand*ring thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart; Narciffa's tomb! 

Or is it feeble nature calls me back. 
And breaks my fpirit into grief again? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold, flow puddle, creeping thro* my veins ? 
Or is it thu^ with ^U men? — Thus with all. 
What are We? how unequal! now we foar. 
And now we fink ; to be the fame, tranfcends 
Our prefent prowefs. Dearly pays the foul 
For lodging ill, too dearly rents her clay. 
Reafon, a baffled counfellor ! but adds 
The blufh of weakftcfs, to the bane of woe. 
The nobleft fpirit fighting her hard fate, 
In this damp, dufky region, chargM with {lorms. 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 
Or, flying, ftiort her flight, and fure her fall. 
Our utmoft ftrength, when down, to rife again; 
And not to yield, tho' beaten, all our praife. 

'Tis vain to feek in men for more than man. 
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Though proud in promifc^ big in previous thought^ 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late 
Emerging from the ihadows of the graye^ 
Where grief detain*d me pris'ner^ mounting high. 
Threw wide the gates of e?erlafting day. 
And call'd mankmd to glory, (hook off pain^ 
Mortality (hook off, in ether pure. 
And {truck the ftars ; now feel my fpirits fail ; 
; They drop me from the zenith ; down I ruib. 
Like him whom fable fledgM with waxen wiogs^ 
In forrow drown*d— but not, in forrow, loft. 
How wretched is the man, who never moum'd! 
I dive for precious pearl, in forrow's ftream : 
Not fo the thoughtlefs man that only grieves; 
Takes all the torment, and rejeAs the gain^ 
(Ineftimable gain !) and gives heav'n leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wife ' 

If wifdom is our leffon (and what elfe 
Ennobles man? what elfe have angels learnt?) 
Grief! more proficients in thy fchool are made. 
Than genius, or proud learning, e'er could boaft. 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, 
Digefts not into fcnfe her motely meal. 
This book-cafe, with dark booty almoft burft. 
This forager on others wifdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reafon, quite untilPd. 
With mixt manure fhe furfeits the rank foil, 
Dung'd, but not drbft ; and rich to beggary. 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 
Her fervant's wealth incumbered wifdom mourns. 
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And what fays genius ? ^ Let the dull be wife.' 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong ; 
And loves to boaft, where bluih men lefs infpir'd. 
It pleads exemption from the laws of fenfe ; 
C!dniiders reafon as a leveller ; 
And fcoms to (hare a bleifing with the croud. 
That wife it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To gloryv and to pleafure gives the reft. 
Craflus but fleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wifdom lefs ihudders at a fool, than wit. 

But wifdom fmties, when humbled mortals weep. 
When forrow wounds the breaft, as ploughs the gleb< 
And hearts obdurate feel her foftening fhower ; 
Her feed celeftial, then, glad wifdom fows; 
Her golden harveft triumphs in the foil. 
If fo, Narciffa! welcome my Relapfe j 
Pll raifc a tax on my calamity. 
And reap rich compenfatidn from my pain. 
rU range the plenteous intellcftual field ; 
And gather every thought of fov'reign power 
To chafe the moral maladies of man ; 
Thoughts, which may bear tranfplanting to the Ikies, 
Tho* natives of this coarfe penurious foil ; 
Nor wholly wither there, where feraphs fing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annuli'd, in heav'n. 
Reafon, the fun that gives them birth, the fame 
In either clime, though more illuftrious there. 
Thefe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd. 
Shall forma garland for Narciffa's tomb ; 
And, peradventure, of no fading flow'rs. 
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Say, on what themes fhall puzzled chcHce defcend ? 
^ Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 
^ Why men decline it; fuicide's foul birth; 
' The yarious kinds of grief; the faults of age; 
* And death's dread charaAer — invite my fong.' 
And, firfl, th' importance of our end furveyM* 
I Friends counfel quick difmiifi(» of our grief: 
Miftaken kindnefs! our hearts heal toofoon. 
Are they more kind than he, who ftruck the blow? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts. 
And bani{h peace, till nobler guefts arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs peace? 
Calamities are friends : as glaring day 
Of thefe unnumber'd luflres robs our fight ; 
Profperity puts out unnumbered thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to man. 

The man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy fcenes, 
(Scenes apt to thrufl: between us and ourfelves!) 
Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk. 
Beneath death's gloomy, filent, cyprefs fliades^ 
Unpicrc'd by vanity's fantaftic ray; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his dud, 
Vifit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs I . 

Lorenzo! read with me NarcilTa's ftone; 

(Narciffa was thy favorite) let us read 

Her moral ftone ; few doftors preach fo well ; 

Pew orators fo tenderly can touch 

The feeling heart. What pathos in the date ! 

Apt words can ftrike ; and yet in them we fee 

Paint images of what we, here, enjoy; 



^ 
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What caufe have we to btiild on length of life? 
Temptations feize» when fear is laid afleep ) 
And ill foreboded is our ftrongeit guard* 

See from her tomb, as from an humble ihrine^ 
Truth, radiant goddefs ! fallies on my foul» 
And puts delufion's duiky train to flight ; 
Difpels the mifls our fultry paifions raife. 
From objeds Iqw, terreltrial, and obfcene t 
And (hews the real eftimate of things ; 
Which no man, unaffliAed, ever faw ; 
Fulls off the veil from virtue^s rifing charms; 
Detefts tempution in a thoufand lies. 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaveSf 
And all they bleed for, as the fommer's dull, 
Dri v'n by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams^ 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers. 
See things invifible, feel things remote. 
Am prefent with futurities ; think nought 
To man fo foreign, as the joys poffefl; 
Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave* 
No folly keeps its colour in her fight i 
Pale worldly wifdom lofes all her charms ; 
In pompous promife from her fchemes profound, 
^* If future fate ihe plans, 'tis all in leaves, 
^Like Sybil, unfubftantial, fleeting blifs ! 
At the firft blaft it vanilhes in air. 
Not fo, celeftial : Wouldfl thou know, Lorenzo ! 
How differ worldly wifdom, and divine? 
Juft as the waning, and the waxing moon* 
More empty vorldly wifdom ev'ry day j 
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Aiid ey^ry day more fair her rival fliinesk 
When laceFi there's lefs rime to play the fooK 
Soon our whole term for wifdom h expir'd 
(Tfaoa know'ft ihe calls no council in the grare:) 
And everlafting fool is Writ in fire, 
Qr real wifdbm wafts us to the fkies* 

As worldly fchemes referable Sybil's leaves^ 
The good man's days to Sybil's books comparei 
(In ancient flory read^ thou know'ft the tale) 
In price flill riling, as in number lefs, 
Ineftimable quite his final hour. 
For that who thrones can ofFeri offer thrones ; 
hfolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pay. 
' Oh let me die his death !' all nature cries. 
' Then lire his life * - A ll nature falters therej 
Our great phyiician daily to confult^ 
To commune with the graye» our only dire. 

What grave jprefcribesthebeft ?^-A friend's ; andyeti 
From a friend's graye, how foon we difengage ! 
Ev'n to the deareft, as his marble, cold* 
Why are friends ravifht from us? 'tis to bind^ 
By foft affe6):ion*s ties, on human hearts, 
The thought of death, which reafdn, too fupine. 
Or mifemploy'd, fo rarely faftens there. 
Nor reafon j nor affefiKon, no, nor both 
Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world • . 
Behold th' inexorable hour at hand ! 
Behold th' inexorable hour forgot! 
And to forget it, the chief aim of life. 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end. . 

H 
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Is deaths that ever threat'oing^ ne'er remotev 
That all-imporUDt, and that only fure^ 
(Come when he will) ao unexpe^ked goeft i 
Nay, though iovited by the loudeft calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpeded ftill? 
Though numerous meffengers are fent before 
To warn bts great arrival. What the caufe» . 
The wond'rotis caufe, of this myfterious ill ? 
All heav'n looks down aftoniChM at the fightt 

Is it that life has fown her joys fo thick. 
We can't thruft in a fingle care between ? 
Is it, that life has fuch a fwarm of cares. 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng I 
Is it, that time fteals on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her goklen dream ? 
'^ To-day is fo like yefterday, it cheats; 
We take the lying fifter for the fame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook ; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice: 
To the fame life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the fame ; the fame we think 
Our life, though flill more rapid in its flow ; 
Nor mark the much irrcTocably laps'd. 
And mingled with the fea. Or ihall we fay, 
(Retaining ftill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a yeiTel on the ftream? 
In life embarkM, we fmoothly down the tide 
Of time defcend, but not on time intent ; 
Amus'di unconfcious of the gliding wave; 
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Till on i fuddcti we perceive a (hock ; 

We ftart, awake, look out ; what fee we there ? 

Our brittle bark is burft on Charon's ihore. 

1$ this the caufe death flies all human thou^t? 
Or is it judgment by the will (truck blindi 
That domineering miftrefs of the foul! 
Like him fo ftrong by Dalilah the hit i 
Or is it fear turns ftartled reafon back. 
From looking down a precipice fo fteep ! 
^Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wifely placMi 
By nature confcious of the make of man* 

' A dreadful friend it is, a terror kiiid^ 
A flaming fword to guard the tree dF life* 

. By that unaw'd, in life's moft fmiling bour^ 
The good man would repine ; would fufier joys^ 
And burn impatient for bis promisM flcies* 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride. 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein. 
Bound o'er the barrier, rufli into the dark. 
And mar the fchemes of providence below* 

What groan was that, Lorenzo? Furies] rifei 

And drown, in your lefs execrable yell, 
Britannia's fliame* There took her gloomy flight. 
On wing impetuous, a black fuUen foul, 
, Blafted from hell, with horrid lu(t of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
So caii'd, fo thought — ^and then he fled the field, 
Lefs bafe the fear of death, than fear of life* 
O Britain, infamous for fuicidel 
An iiland in thy mannersi far disjoined 

Ha 
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From the whole world of rationals befide ! 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 
Waih the dire ftain, nor ihock the continentt 

But thou be ihock'd, while I deted): the caufe 
Of felf-aflaulti expofe the monfter's birth. 
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diftant fun^ 
The fun is innocent, thy clime abfolv'd ; 
Immoral climes kind nature never made. 
The caufe I fing, in Eden might prevail. 
And proves, it is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The foul of man (let man in homage bow. 
Who names his foul) a native of the ikies ! 
High-born, and free, her freedom (hould maintain^ 
Unfold, tmmortgag'd for earth^s little bribes.^ 
Th' illuftrious ftranger, in this foreign land. 
Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity. 
Studious of home, and ardent to return. 
Of earth fufpicious, earth's inchanted cup 
With cool referve light touching, (hould indulge, 
On immortality, her godlike tafte; 
There take large draughts; make her chief banquet thei 

But foi&e rejed this fuftenance divine ; 
To beggarly vile appetites defccnd ; 
Alk alms of earth, for gtrefts that canie from heaven j 
Sink into ilaves ; and fell, for prefent hire, 
Their rich reverfion, and (what (hares its fate) 
Their native freedom, to the prince who fways 
This nether world. And when his payments fail. 
When his foul ba/ket gorges them no more, 
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Or tbeir palPd palats loath the bafket full; 
Are inftantly, with wild demoniac rage. 
For breaking all the chains of proTidtnce^ 
And bur (ling their confinement; though fad barr'd 
By laws divine and human; guarded ftrong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pafs. 
The blacked^ nature, or dire guilty can raife; 
And moated rounds with fathomlefs deftrudion. 
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons! is the caufe, to you unknown. 
Or worfe, o'erlook'd ; o'erlookM by magiftratcs. 
Thus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed 
Is madnefs; but the madnefs of the heart. 
And what is that ? our utmofl bound of guilt. 
A fenfual, uprefleding life, is big 
With monftrous births, and fuicide, to crown 
The b^ck infernal brood. The bold to break 
Hcav'n's law fupreme, and defperately rufli 
Through facred nature's murder, on their owipi, 
Becaufe they never think of death, they dic^ 

^Hj equally man*s duty, gloiy, gain. 
At once to fhun, and medi(kte, his end. 
When by the bed of languiihment we fit, 
(The feat of wifdom ! if our chdce, not fate) 
Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguifh hang. 
Wipe the cold dew, or (lay the finking head, ' 
Number their moments, and, in ev'ry clock. 
Start at the voice of an eternity ; 
See the dim lamp of life juft feebly lift 
An agopiziqg bcsim, at us tp ga2;e, 

H 3 
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Then fink again^ and cyiiYtr into death. 

That moft pathetic herald of our own ; 

How read we fach fad fcetles ? As fent to man 

In perfect treitgeance ? No ; in pity fent. 

To melt him down, like wa^, and then imprefs. 

Indelible, death's image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile. 

The mind turns fool, before the check is dry. 

Our quick^returning folly cancels all ; 

As the.tidc rulhing rafcs what is writ ' 

In yielding fands, and fmooths the letter -d flioret 

Lorenzo ! haft thou ever weigh'd a figh ? 
Or ftudy'd the philofophy of tears ? 
(A fcicnce, yet, unlcfturM in our fchools!) 
Haft thou dcfceqded deep into the breaft, 
And feen their fource? if not, defccnd with me, • 
And trace thefc briny riv'lets to their fprings. 

Our fqn'ral te^rs, from different caufcs rife. 
As if from fep*rate cifterns in the foul. 
Of various kinds, they flow. From tender hearts^ 
By foft contagion call'd, fome burft at once. 
And ftream obfequious to the leading eye. 
Some alk more time, by curious art diftill'd. 
Some hearts in fecret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
Like Mofes' fmitten rock, gufli out amain. 
Some weep to Ihare the fame of the deceased. 
So high in merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell op praifcs, w^ch they tjiink they (hare } 
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And thus, withwt a hhifh, commend themfelTCS. 
Some mourn in proof » that fomething they conid love; 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but (hew* 
Some weep in perfedjuftice to thedead^ 
As confcious all their loTe is in arrear. 
Some mifchievoufly weep, not unapprised. 
Tears, fometimes, aid the conqueft of an eye. 
With what addrefs the foft £pheiians draw 
Their fable set-work o'er entangled hearts? 
As feen through cryftal, how their rofes glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek I 
Of her's not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 
Caroufing gems, herfelf diflblT'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abftraded from the dead. 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own dcceafe. 
By kind conftrudion fome are deem'd to weep, 
Becaufe a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earned, and yet weep in vain; 
As deep in indifcretion, as in woe. 
Pailion, blind paiiion I impotently pours 
Tears, that deferve more tears ; while reafon fleeps ; 
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcerned ; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ftorm ; 
Knows not it fpes^s to her, and her alone. 
Irrationals all forrow are beneath. 
That noble gift ! that privilege of man ! 
From farrow's pang, the birth of endlefs joy. 
But thcfc are barren of that birth divine: 
They weep impetuous, as the fummcr-ftorm. 
And full as fliort! the cruel grief foon tam'd, 

H4 



120 THE COMPLAINT* 

They make a paftime of the ftinglefs tale; 
Far $is the deeprrefoundiog knell, ihey fpread 
The dfQ^dful news, and hardly feel it more* 
No grain of v(rifdom pays them for their woe. 

Half-round the globei the tears pumpt up by death 
Are fpent in watering vanities of life ; 
In making folly flourifh ftill mor« fair. 
When the ilck foul, her wonted ftay withdrawn. 
Reclines on earth, and forrows in theduft; 
Inftead of learning, there, her true fupport. 
Though there thrown down her true fupport to lears. 
Without heav -n's aid impatient to be hleft. 
She crawls to the next fhrub, or bramble yile. 
Though from the ftately cedar^s arms fhe fell; 
With ftale, forefworn embraces, clings anew. 
The ftrs^nger weds, and bloflbms, as before, 
in all the fruitlefs fopperies of life: 
Frefcntp her weed, wcll-fancy'd, at the ball, 
And raffles for the death' s head on the ring. 

So wept Aurelia, till the deftinM youth 
Stcpt in, with his receipt for making fmiles. 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clarifla's fate ; 
Who gave that angel boy, on whqm he do^ts; 
And dy'd te give him, orphan'd in his birth ! 
Not fuch, Narcifla, my diftrefs'for thee, 
ril make ^n altar of thy facred tomb. 
To facrifice to wifdom — —What waft thou ? 
f Young, gay, and fortunate!* Each yields a theme, 
V|I dwell on each) to ibmn f hQught mp^e (eTCf^ \ 
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(Heaven knows I labour with feverer ftill 1) 
¥11 dwell on each, and quite exhauft thy 4eath. 
A foul Without refle^ouj like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to rmn runs. 

And, firft, thy youth. What fays it to grey hairs? 
Narcifla, l?m become thy pupil no w . j ■ 
Early, bright, tranfient, chafte, as morning dew, 
She fparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has fnow'd ; yet ftill 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Covered with ihame I fpeak it, age fevere 
Old worn-out vice fets down for virtue (air; 
With gracelefs gravity, chaftifing youth. 
That youth chaftis'd furpafling in a fault. 
Father of all, forgetf ulnefs of death : 
As if, like objeAs prei&ng on the fight, 
Death had advanced too near us to be feen : 
Or, that lifers loan time ripen'd iuto right ; 
And men might plead prefcription from the grave i 
Deathlefs, from repetition of reprieve* 
Death]eis? far from it! fuch are dead already; 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 

Tell me, fome god I my guardian angel! tell. 
What thus infatuates? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age 'twixt us and death 
Already at the door ? He knocks, we hear him. 
And yet w? will not hear. What mail defends 
Our untouched hearts ? what miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thoufand quivers 
)s daily darted^ and is d^ily ibuniil'4? 
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We ftand, as in a battle, dirongs cm throngs 
Around ns falling; wounded oft oarfelvei; 
Tho' bleeding with our wounds, immortal ftfll \ 
We fee time's furrows on another's brow. 
And death intrenched, preparing his aflaalt ; ^ 
How few themfelves, in that juft mirror, fee! 
Or, feeing, draw their inference as ftrong ! 
Their death is certain ; doubtful here : he mud. 
And foon ; we may, within an age, expire. 
Tho' grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green ) 
Like damagM clocks, whofe hand and bell diflent ; 
Folly lings fix, while nature points at twelve. 

Abfurd longevity! more> more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more traih of every kind. 
And wherefore mad ttx more, when relifh fails i 
ObjeA, and appetite, muft club for joy ; 
Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow, 
Baubles, 1 mean, that ftrike us from ^thout, 
While nature is relaxmg ev'ry firing? 
Aik thought for joy; grow rich, and hoard within. 
Think you the foul, when this life's rattles ceafe, ^ 
Has nothing of more manly to fucceed i 
Contrad the tafte immortal ; learn ev'n now 
To relifh what alo&e fubfifts hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to wifli to die. 
That wifli is praife and promife ; it applauds 
Paft life, and promifes our future blifs. 
"What wcakncfs fee not children in their fires? 
Grand^climafterical abfurditics! 



NIGHT THE Fit TH. tss 

Grey-hair»d authority^ to faults of youth, 
How (hocking! It makes folly thrice a fool ; 
And our firft childhood might our laft defplfet 
Peace and efteem is all that age can* hope. 
Nothing but wifdom gives the firft; the laft, 
Nothing, but the repute of being wife. 
Folly bats both ; our age is quite undone. 

What folly can be ranker? Like our (hadows. 
Our wii^es lengthen, as our fun declines. 
No wi(h fhoiild loiter, then, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts (hould leave the world, before the knell 
Calls for our carcafcs to mend the foil. 
Enough to live in tempeft, die in port ; 
-Age fhould fly concourfe, cover in retreat 
Pefefts of judgment; and the will's fabduc; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, foleraA (hore 
Of that vaft ocean it mufl: fail fo foon; 
And put good works on board ; and wait the wind 
That fliortly blows us into worlds unknown ; 
If unconfiderM too, a dreadful fcene! 

All fliould be prophets totbemfelves ; forefce 
Their future fate ; their future fate foretafte ; 
This art*would wafte the bitternefs of death. 
The thought of death alone, the fear deftroys* 
A difaffeftion to that precious thought 
Is more than midnight darknefs on the foul. 
Which flecps beneath it, on a precipice, 
Puff'd off by the firft blaft, and loft for ever* 

Doft a(k, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preft, 
Py repetition hamrticr'd on thipe car, 
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The thought of deatb? That thought is the machine, 
The grand machine ! that heaves us from the duft^ 
And rear«|i8 into men* That thought ply'd home 
Will foon reduce the ghaftly precipice 
O'er-hanging hell, will foften the defcent. 
And gently flope our paffage to the grave ; 
How warmly to be wifht! What heart of flefh 
Would tri^e with tremendous f dare extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite ? What hand. 
Beyond the blackeft brand of cenfure bold, 
(Tq fpeak a language too well known to thee) 
Would at a moment give its all to chance. 
And ftamp the die for zjx eternity f 

Aid me, Narcifla! aid me to keep pace 
With deftiny ; and ere her fctflars cut 
Hy thread qf life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties mc to the world. 
Sting thou my {lumbering rcafon to fend forth 
A thought of obfervation on the foe ; 
To fally ; and furvey the rapid march 
Of his ten thoufand meflengers to man ; 
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them alU 
AH accident apart, by nature fign'd. 
My warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet ; 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 

Muft I then forward only look for death ? 
Sztckwaf d I turn mine eye, and find him therCt 
Man is a felf-furvivor ev'-ry year. 
MaUi like a ftream, is in perpetual flpw« 
Death's a deftroygr of quptidian prey, 
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My youths my noon-tide^ his ; my yefterday ; 
The bold inyader {hares the prefent hoar. 
Each mometic on the former (huts the grave* 
While man is growings life is in decreafe ; 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun : 
As tapers wafte, that inftant they take fire. 

Shall we then fear, left that fliould come to pafsi 
Which comes to pafs each moment of our lives ! 
If fear we muft^ let that death turn us pale. 
Which murders ftrength and ardor; what remains 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 
Te partners of my fault, and my decline! 
Thoughtlefs of death, but when your neighbour's knell 
(Rude vifitant!) knocks hard at your dull fenfe. 
And with its thunder fdarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your theme in eVry place and hour ; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental fires ! 
A brother tomb to tell you you (hall die. 
That death you dread (fd great is nature^s /kill !) 
Know, youlhall court, before you fliall enjoy. 

But you are leamM ; in Yolumes, deep you fit ; 
In wifdom, fhdllqf;: pompous ignorance! 
Would you be ftill more learned^ than the leam'd ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that knowledge which impairs your fenfe. 
Our needful knowledge, like dur needful food, 
XJnhedg'd, lies open in life's common field ; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaft. 
You fcorn what lies before you in the page 
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Of nature^ and experience^ moral t^th ; 
Of iodifpenfablei eteroal fruit ; 
fruity on which mortals feeding, turn to goda i 
And diye in fci({Oce for diftinguifli^d tma^s, 
Diihoneft fomentation of your pride ; 
Sinking in virtue, as you rife in fame. 
Tour learningi like the lun^ir beam» affords 
Lightj but not beat ; it leaves you undevout. 
Frozen at heart, while fpeculation fliines. 
Awake, ye curious iqdagators 1 fond 
Of knowing all, but what avi^iU you, known « 
If you would learn death's charaAer, attends 
All cafls of condud, all degrees of health. 
All dies of fortune, and all dates of age. 
Together (hook in his impartial urn. 
Come forth at random: or if choice is made^ 
The choice is quite farcaftic, and infults 
All bold cpnjeAure, and fond hopes of man* 
What countlefs multitudes, not only leave. 
But deeply difappoint us, by their deaths ! 
Tho' great our forrow, greater our furprize. 

Like other tyrants, death delights to fmite. 
What, fmitten, moft proclaims the pride of power, 
And arbitrary nod. His joy fupreme. 
To bid the wretch furvive the fortunate ; 
The feeble wrap th' athletic in his ihroud ; 
And weeping fathers build their childrens tomb ; 
Me thine, Narcifla! — — »What tho* Abort thy date? 
Virtue, not rolling funs, the mind matures. 
That life is long, which anfwcrs life's great end# 
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The time chat bears no fruit» deferves no name ; 
The man of wifdom is the man o£ years* 
In hoary youth Methufalems may die; 
O how mifdated on their fiatt'ring tombs! 

Narcifia's youth has lefturM me thus far. 
And can her gaiety give counfel too? 
That, like the Jew^s fam'd oracle of gemSf 
Sparkles inftruftioo } fach as throws new light. 
And opens more the chara^r of deaths 
III known to thee, Lorenzo! this thy vaunt: 

< Give death his dtie^ the wretched, and the old 3 
^ £v'n let him fweep his rubbiih to the grave s 

« Let him not violate kind nature's lawsj 
* But own man born to live, as well as die/ 
Wretched and old thou giv'ft him ; young and gay 
He takes ; and plunder is a tyrant's joy* 
What if I prove, * The fartheft from the fear, • 

< Are often neareft to the ftroke of fate ?' 

Allj more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers (hould emit a flame. 
Glad fpirits fparkled from NarciiTa's eye, 
And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppoiitca wage endlefs war. 
For this offence, as treafon to the deep 
Inviolable itupor of his reign. 
Where lud, and turbulent ambition, deep. 
Death took fwift vengeance. As he life detefts. 
More life is ftill more odious; and, reduced 
By conqueft, aggrandizes more his powV. 
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But wherefore aggrandizM i by heaven's decree^ 

To plant the foul on her eternal guards 

In awful expe£bLtion of our end. 

Thus runs death's dread cbmmifEon : * Strike^ but fa^ 

* As moil alartns the living by the dead.' 

Hence flratagem delights him, and furprizie, 

And cruel fport with man's fecurities. 

Not iimple conqueft, triumph is his aim ; 

And, where leaft fear'd, there <ionqueft triumphs moft< 

This proves my bold aflertion not too bold. 

What are his arts to lay our fears afleep ? 
Tiberian arts his purpofes wrap up 
In deep diflimulation's darkeft night. 
Like princes ubconfefs'd in foreign courts^ 
Who travel under cover, death affumes 
The name and look of life, and dwells among usl^ 
He Cakes allfhapes that ferve his black defigns: 
Tho* maftcr of a wider empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman eagle flew ; 
Like Nero, he's a fidler, charioteer. 
Or drives his phaeton, in female guife; 
Quite unfufpeAed, till^ the wheel beneath. 
His difarray'd oblation he devours. 

He moft aflFeds the forms leaft like himfclfj 
His Sender felf* Hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and fleek difguife. 
Behind the rofy bloom he loves to lurk. 
Or ambufh in a fmile ; or wanton dive 
In dimples deep ; loves eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and fink them in defpair. 
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Sadij on Narcifla's coacb^ he loitered long 
Unkiiown ; and^ when deteded, ftill was feen 
To finile ; fuch peace has innocence in death ! 

Moil happy they ! whom leaft his arts deceire* 
One eye on deaths and one fnll-fix'd on heaT^n^ 
Becodies a mortal^ and immortal man. 
Long on his wiles a piqaM and jealous fpy, - 
Pye feen, or dreamt I iaw, the tyrant drefs; 
Lay by his horrors, and pat on his finiles. 
Say, mufe, for thou remeaiber'ft, call it back, 
And ihew Lorenzo the fnrprizing fcene ; 
If twas a dream, his genius can explain. 

'Twas m a circle of the gay I ftood. 
Death would have entered; nature puflit him bade t 
Supported by a Dodor of renown, 
Bis point he gain'd. Then artfctlly difmift 
Ihe fage ; for death defignM to be concealed* 
lie gave an old vivacious ufurer 
His meagre afped, and his naked bones \ 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper'd fpendthrifc ; whofe famtaftic air, 
Well-i^ihion'd figure, and cockaded brow. 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of cofUy linen, tuck*d his filthy ihroud. 
His crooked bow he ftraightenM to a cane^ 
And hid his dtzjSilj (hafts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadful mafquerader, thus equipt, 

Out-fallies on adventures. Aik you where? 

Where is he not i for his peculiar haunts. 

Let this fufficc ; fure as night follows day, 

I 
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Death treads in pleafure's footfteps round the wocld^ 
When pleafure treads the paths, which reafon ihniik 
When, againft reafon, riot fliuts the door. 
And gaiety Supplies the place of fcnfe. 
Then, for^oaofl at the banquet, and the ball, 
Death leads the dance, or ftanips the deadly dye } 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown* 
Gaily carouling to his gay compeers,- 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him. 
As abfent far: and when the revel burns. 
When fear is banifliM, and triumphant thought^ 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Againft him turns the key j and bids him fup 
Vfith their progenitors-*^He drops his ma£k ; 
Frowns out at full $ they ftart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fudden (error and furprize, !^ 
From his black mafque of nitre, touch'd by fire. 
He burfts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery. 
And more than iimple couqueft, in the fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, dofl thou wrap thy foul 
In foft fecurity, becaufe unknown 
Which moment is commiiiion'd to deflroy ? 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain i therefore thou be fixt ; 
Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear. 
All expectation of the coming foe. 
Roufci ftand in arms, nor lean againft thy fpear; 
Left flumber fteal one moment o'er thy foul. 
And fate furprize thee nodding. Watch, be ftrong; 
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Thus give cacb day the thetit, atid reQOwti» 
Of dying well ; tho' doomM but once to die» 
Nor let lifers period hidden (as from tnbft) 
Hide too from thee the precious ufe of lif e« 

Early^ not fudden^ unt Nattriifa's fate. 
Soon^ not furprifing, death his vifit paid. 
Her thought went ft>rlh to meet him on his tirayi 
Nor gaiety forgot it Was to die. 
Tho' fortune too (our third and final thenie,) 
As an accomplice, playM her gaudy plumes. 
And ev'ry glitt*ridg geWgaw, on her fight. 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 
Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man) 
And ev'ry thought that mifles it, is blind. 
Fortune, with youth and gaiety, confpir'd 
To weave'a triple wreath of happinefs 
(If happinefs on eftrth) to crown her brow. 
And could death charge thro' fuch a Ihtning flhield? 

That fhining fhield invites the tyrant's fpear. 
As if to damp our elevated aims. 
And ftrongly preach humility to man. 
how portentous is profperity ! 
How, comet«'like, it threatens, while it (hines! 
Pew years but yield us proof of death's ambition^ 
To cull his victims from the faireft fold. 
And iheath his fhafts in all the pride of life. 
"When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloomM with ev'ry blifs, 
Set up in oltentation, made the gaze. 
The gaudy centre, of the public eye, 

I 2 
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When fortune thus hat tofs'd her child in zk, 
Snatcht from the coTcrt of an humble ftate» 
How often hayelfeenhim droptat once. 
Our morning's enyy ! and our ev'niqg's iigh! 
As if her bountiea were the fignal giren. 
The flow'ry wreath to mark the facrifice. 
And call death's arrows on the. deftin'd prey. 

High fortune feems in cruel league with fate* 
Afkyou for what? to gire his war on man 
The deeper dreadj and more illuftrious fpoil ; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And bums Lorenzo ftill for the fublime 
Of life? to hang his airy neft on high. 
On the flight timber of the topmoft bought 
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall? 
Granting grim death at equal diftaouce there; 
Tet peace begins juft where ambition ends. 
What makes man wretched? Happinefi deny'd? 
Lorenzo ! no : 'tis happinefs difdain'd. 
She comes too meanly dreft to win our fmile ; 
And calls herfelf Q>ntent, a homely name ! 
Our flame is traufport, and content our fcom. 
Ambition turns, and ihuts the door againft her> 
And weds a tdl, a tempeft, in her ftead ; 
A tempeil to warm tranfport near of kin« 
Unknowing what our morul ftate admits^ 
Life's modeft joys we ruin, while we raife ; 
And all our edlafies are wounds to peace : 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below* 
And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth! 
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Of fortune fond, as thoaghdeit of thy fate! 
As late I drew death's piftare, to ftir op 
Thy wholefome fears; now> drawn in contraft, fee 
Gay fortune's, tl)y vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, die fporrire goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks her cafket, fpreads her glitt'ring ware. 
And calls the giddy winds to pnff abroad 
Her random bounries o'er the gaping throng. 
AH ruih rapacious ; friends o*er trodden friends ; 
Sons o^er their fathers, fubjeds o'er their kings, 
Priefts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
j(Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden ihow'r. 

Gold glitters mod. Where virtue (hines no more ; 
As ftars from abfent funs have leave to (hine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennell'd from the prifons, and the ftews. 
Pour in, all op'ning in their idol'a praife! 
AH, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand. 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morfel on morfel fwallow down unchew'd, 
Untafted, thro' mad appetite for more; 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nous ftill. 
Sagacious all, to trace the fmalleft game. 
And bold tofeize the greateft. If (bleft chance!) 
Court-zephyrs fweedy breathe, they launch, they fly, 
O'er juft, o'er (acred, all forbidden ground. 
Drunk with the burning fcent of place or pow'r. 
Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 

Or, if for men you take them, as I mark 
Their manners;, thou their various fates furvey. 
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With aim mif-meafarM| and impetuous fpeed^ 
Some darting, itrike their ardeqt wiih f ac oS, 
Thro' fury to ppfleft its fome focceedf 
But ftumbley aad let fall the taken prize. 
From (ome, by fiiddeo blafts, 'tis whirlM away» 
And lodg -d in bofoms that qe'er dream'd o£ gaim 
To fome it (licks fo clofe, that^ when torn oS, 
Tom is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'er^enamour'd of their bags, ruQ mad. 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of breads 
Together fome (unhappy rivals!) feize^ 
And rend abundance into poverty; 
Loud croalcs the raren of the law, and fmiics : 
Smiles too the goddeis; but fmiics meift at tho&t 
(Juft vi^ms of exorbitant defire!) 
Who perifli at their own requeft, and, whehn'd 
Beneath her load of laviib grants, esgpire. 
Fortune is famous for her numbers flain. 
The number fmall, which happinefs can bear. 
Tho' various for a while their fates; at laft 
One curfe involves them all: at death's approach. 
All read their riches backward into lofs, 
And mourn in juft proportion to their ftpre. 

And death's approach (if orthodox my fong) 
Is haftcn'd by the lure of fortune's fmiles. 
And art thou ftill a glutton of bright gold ? 
And art thou ftill rapacious of thy ruin ? 
Death loves a ihining mark, a fignal blow ; 
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms ; 
And ftartles thQ^fan48 with a i|iogIc fall« 
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As when fome^ately gtovnh of oak, or pine^ 
Which nods aloftr mi pvoadiy fpccatds her fbtnAc^ 
The fan's de&dXkce^ and the flock's defence ; 
By the ilrong ftrokcs. c^ lab'rkig hiads fabda'd,. 
Load groans her hfl^ and, roihkig Irom heir hdg&i^ 
In cnmb'rous riw, thunders to the grooodfr 
The confcious foreft trembles at the fliock. 
And hill 9 and ftreanii and diftaot dale^ refband> 

Thefe higfa-auaa'd darts of deaths and thefe alonet 
Should I eoUeA^ aqr qncirtt would! be fall.. 
A quiver, which,, iufpeiided- in- mid air ». 
Or near heav Vs archer, in the zodiac^, hung, 
(So could it be) ihould draw the public eye, . 
The gaze and contemplAdon of mankind I 
A conftellatioa awful,, yet benign^. 
To guide the gay thro' lifq^siteiBpeftaoiis wave ; 
Nor fuffer them tQ^lrikethecomiiKmrocky 
* From greater danger to growauxe fecure, 
< And, wrapt io bappinefs, f<ifget theit htc** 

Lyfander, happy paft the oimmoii loc. 
Was wamTd of dangev^ but toa gay to. feai?«^ 
He wooM the f aiv Afpafia:: flic was: kind : 
In youth, fbrm^ fortune, fame, they both were bleit: 
All who knew».enTyd; yet in envy k»r*d: 
Can fancy form more finiih'd bappinefs? 
Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her (lately dome 
Rofe on the founding beach. The glittVing fpires 
Float in the wave, and break againft the ihore : 
So break thofe giitt'ring ihadows, human joys. 
The f aithlefs morning fmil'd : he takes his leave, 
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To re-imbrace in ecftafies^ at eve. 

The fifing ftorm fitMrbids. The news arriTcs: 

Uinddy {he farw it In her ferfant^s eye. 

She felt it feen (her heart was apt to feel ;) 

And, drown'd, without the fiirious ocean's aid. 

In fnflbcating fbrrows, (hares his tomb. 

Now, round the fumptuous bridal monument^ 

The guilty billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough failor paifing drops a tear. 

A tear F-^^^-^Can tears fuffice ? But not for me» 

How vain our cflforts! and our arts, how yain! 

The diftant train of thought I took, to ihun. 

Has thro'Rsn me on my fat e ■ - T hcfe dy'd together j 

Happy in njiin! undivorc'd by death ! 

Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is peac e 

Naircifla! pity bleeds at thought of thee. 

Tet thou waft only near me ; not myfelf « 

Survive myfdf ? ^That cures all pther woe. 

Narcifla lives ; Philander is forgot. 
O the foft c(»nmerce! O the tender tyes, 
Clofe-twiftcd with the fibres of the heart! 
Which, broken, break them; and dram off the foul 
Of human joy ; and make it pain to live— - 
And is^it then to live? when fuch friends part, 
'Tis the furvivor dies-rrMy heart ! qo more. 
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PREFACE- 



FEW ages baiclimn doqpec to cli(^tr about rcH. 
gioD, tkan this. The difpute abemt religion^ stod the 
pra£tice of it» fddosi go together. The ihortery therew 
fore, the difpnte, the beteev. I think it may be reduced 
to this fiflgle queftioDf Is man mmondl, oc is he not? 
If he is not^ all our difputo are mere amuftmeM, or 
trials of ftill. In this cafe^ truth, reafon, religion, which 
giyeourdifcourfes fuch pomp and folemnity, are (as will 
be ihewn) mere empty founds, without any meaning in 
them« But if man is immortal, it wiJJ bdioro him to 
be yery ferioos about etcroaiconfeqnenccs; or,i&>othOT 
words, to be truly religious, ^nd this great funda* 
mental truth, uneftabliihed, or unawaken*d in die 
minds of men, is, I conceive, the real fource and iup<- 
port of all our infidelity ; how remote foeyer the parti« 
cnlar obje&ions advanced may fieem to be from it. 

Senfible appearances afied moft men nrndi more 
than abftrafi reafonings ; and we daily fee bodies drop 
around us, but the fouf is invifible* The power which 
inclination has over the judgment, is greater than can 
be well conceived by thofe that have not had an expe« 
r ience of it ; and of what numbers is it the fad iqtereft^ 
that fouls fhould not furvive ! ^he heathen world con-> 
feffed, that they rather hoped, than firmly believed 
immortality ; and how many heathens have we ftill 
AiQOQgfl us! Tjie facred page afiures us, that life ai^4 



140 PREFACE. 

inmiorcility it broa^t to light bf the gofpel: bat by 
bow inuiy b the gofpel rejefted/or o? eriooked ! From 
thefe coidtderationfy and from my being, acddtntally, 
prify to the fendmenti of fome pardcabr perfonii I 
htfebeen long perfoaded, thatmoft, if not all» oar in- 
fideb (whaterer name they take, and whaterer icbeniey 
for argoment^a fake, and to keep themfelvet in coon- 
tenance» they patronize) are fupported in their deplor* 
nbkerrori by fome dcmbt of their immorulity, at the 
bottom* And I am iatiffied, that men once thoroughly 
oontmoed of their immortality, are not far from being 
Chriftiani* For it b hard to conceive, that a man f\\\* 
Ij ecmfdoai eternal pain or happinefi will certainly be 
bb lot, (hould not eameftly, and unpanially, inquire 
after the fureft meant of efcaping one, and fecuring the 
other* And of fach an earned and impartial inquiry, I 
well know the confequence* 

Here, therefore, in proof of this moft fundamental 
trutli, fome pbin arguments are offered { arguments de* 
riyed from principles which infidels admic in common 

withbelieTers;argument8,whichappeartomeaItogether 
irrefiftible; and fuch as» 1 am fattsfied, will have great 
weight with all, who give themfelves the fmall trouble 
of looking ferioufly into their own bofoms, and of ob* 
ferving, with any tolerable degree of attention, wha^ 
daily paffes round about them in the world. If fome 
arguments (hall, here, qpcur, which others have declin-' 
ed, they are fubmitted, with all deference, to better 
judgments in this, of all points, the moft important* 
For, as to the being of a God, that is no longer difput-* 
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ed; but it is ondifpated for this reafon only; yiz. be- 
caufe where the leaft pretence to reafon is admitted^ it 
mnft for ever be indifputable. And, of confeqaence* no 
man can be betrayed into a difpute of that nature by 
vanity; which has a principal Ihare in animating oar 
modem combatants againft other articles of onr 
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SH£ ^ (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 
Not early, like Narciffa, left the fcene; 
Nor fadden, like Philander. What arail I 
This feeming mitigation but inflamet ; 
This fancy'd med'cine heightens the difeafe. 
The longer known, the dofer ftill fhe grew i 
And gradual parting, is a gradual death. 
*Tis the grim tyrant's engine which extorts 
By tardy preffure's ftill-increafing weight, 
From hardeft hearts, confeflion of diftrefs. 

O the long, dark approach thro' years of pain, 
Death's gallery ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
With difmal doubt, and fable terror, hung ; 
Sick hope's pale lamp, its only gilmm'ring ray : 
There, fate my melancholy walk ordain'd. 
Forbid felf-lore itfelf to flatter, there. 
How oft I gaz'd, prophetically fad ! 
How oft I faw her dead, while yet in fmiles ! 
In fmiles (he funk her grief, to leflen mine. 
She fpoke me comfort, and increased my pain* 

• Raferrins to Night the Fifth. 
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Like pow'riiil armies trenchkg at a town» 

By daw, aad filent^tmt reiiftle^ bp^ 

In his pale progrefs gently gaining ground^ 

Death rrg'd bis deadly fiege ; in fptte of art» 

Of all the balmy bieflings nature Irads 

To fuccour fraU hnmansty • Yeftars! 

(Not now firft made familiar to my fight) 

And thouy O moon ! bear witneis ; many a night 

He tore the pillow from beneath my head» 

Ty'd down my fore attention co tbe ftiock) 

By ceafelefi depredations on a life 

Dearer than that he left me« Dreadfnl poft 

Of obfervation! darker erVy hour ! 

Lefs dread the day that drore me to the btinky 

And pointed at eternity below; 

When my foul ihudderM at futurity ; 

When J on a moment's pcMnt^ th' important dy« 

Of life and death fpnn doubtful, ere it fell. 

And turn'd up life ; my dde to more woe« 

But why more woe ? more comfort let it be* 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifii'd to diei 
Nothing is dead» but wretchednefs and pam ; 
Nothing is dead, but vfhu incumbered, gall*d. 
Blocked up the pafs^ and bart'd from real life* 
Where dwells that wiih m4>ft ardent of the wife f 
Too dark the fun to fee it ; higheft ftars ' ' i 
Too low to reach it ; death, great death alone. 
O'er ftars and fun, triumphant, lands us there* 

Nor dreadful our tranficion ; tbo' the mind. 
An artift at creating felf^alarms. 
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Rich in expedlenti for inqmemdcp 

b I^oiie to jMuot it dreidfeh Who can tike 
Detth'i portrait true? the tyrant nerer (at* 
Our iketcb all random ftrokes» conjeAnre all| 
Cbfe (hot! the grarct nor tdli one fingle tale* 
Deatfaf and hii image rifing in the brain^ 
Bear faint refemblance i nerer are alilce ; 
Fear flnkei the pencil « fitncy lores exceft^ 
Dark ignorance ii iariib of her ihadest 
And thefe the formidable piAnre draw* 

But grant the worfti tit paft t new profpefii rife i 
And drop ateil demal o*er her tomb* 
Far other tiewi our oootempUtion daim* 
Viewf that o'^pay the rigoon of onr life i 
Viewi that fufpend our agoniei in death* 
Wrapt in the thonght of immortalitjrt 
Wrapt in the fingki the triumphant thought! 
Long life might hpfe, age unperceiyM come on ; 
And find the fool uniated with her theme* 
Iti naturci proof, importance, fire my fong« 
O that my foog could emulate my foul ! 
Like her, immortal. No 1— the foul difdaios 
A mark fo meant far nobler hope inflamci ; 
If endlefi ageican outweigh an hour, 
Let not the laurel, but the palm, infpire* 

Thy nature, Immortality ! who knowi f 
And yet who knows it not i it is but life 
In ftronger thread of brighter colour fpun. 
And fpun for CTcr ; dipt by cruel fate 
In Stygian dye, bow black, how brittle here ! 



NIGHT THE SIXTH. 145 

How fhort our corrcfpondcnce with the fun! 

And while it laftsj inglorious! Our belt deeds^ 

How wanting in their weight! our higheft joys 

Small cordials to fupport us in our pain. 

And give us ftrength to fuffer. But how great 

To mingle int*reflsj converfe, amities. 

With all the fons of reafon, fcatter'd wide 

Through habitable fpace, where-ever born^ 

Howe'er endow'd ! to live free citizens 

Of univerfal nature ! to lay hold 

By more than feeble faith on the Supreme ! 

To icall heav'n's rich unfathomable mines 

(Mines, which fupport archangels in their ftate) 

Our own ! to rife in fcience, as in blifs^ 

Initiate iii the fecrets of the ikies! 

To read creation ; read its mighty plan 

In the bare bofom of the Deity ! 

The plan, and execution, to collate! 

To fee, before each glance of piercing thought. 

All cloud, all fliadow, blown remote ; and leave 

No myftery-^but that of love divine. 

Which lifts us on the feraph's flaming wing, 

From earth's Aceldama, this field of blood. 

Of inward anguifh, and of outward ill, 

From darknefs, and from duft, to fuch a fcene! 

Love's element! true joy's illuftrious home! 

From eatth's fad contraft (now deplor'd) more fair! 

What exquifite viciilitude of fate ! 

Bleft abfolution of our blacked hour! 

Lorenzo, thefe are thoughts that make man man* 

K 
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The viik ilIumiQe» aggrandize the great* 
How great, (while yet we tread the kindred clod^ 
And ev'ry moment fear to fink beneath 
The clod we tread ; fooo trodden by our fons) 
How great, in the wild whirl of time's purfuits. 
To flop, and paufe, inyolv'd in high prefage^ 
Through the long vifto of a thoufand years, 
To ftand contemplating our diftant felves. 
As in a magnifymg mirror feen, 
Enlarged, ennobled, elevate, divine ! 
To prophefy our own futuriues ! 
To gaze in thought on what all thought tranfcends i 
To^alk, with fellowrcandidates, of joys 
As far beyond C(Hiception, as defert, 
Ourfelyes th' aftonilhM talkers^ and the tale ! 
Lorenzo, fwells thy boTom at the thought ? 
The fwell becomes thee: 'tis an honed pride. 
Revere thyfelf ; — and yet thyfelf defpife. 
His nature no man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modeft, where thou fhouldft be proud ;• 
That almofl: univerfal error (hun. 
How juft our pride, when we behold thofe heights! 
Not thofe ambition paints in air, but thofe 
Reafon points out, and ardent virtue gains ; 
And angels emulate; our pride how juft! 
When mount we? when the Ihacklcs caft? when quit 
This cell of the creation ? this fmall neft. 
Stuck in a corner of the univerfe. 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and finc-fpun air ? 
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Fine fpun to fenfe ; but gtofs a&d feculent 
To fouls celeftial; fouls ordaia'd to breath 
Ambrofial gales, and drink a purer iky ; 
Greatly triumphant on timers farther ihore, 
Where virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears } 
While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace* 

In empire high, or in proud fcience deep, 
Ye born of earth! on what can you confer. 
With half the dignity, with half the gain. 
The guft, the glow of ratioAal delight. 
As on this theme, which angels praife and fhare ? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heav'n. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here ! • 

What periodic potions for the fick! 
Diflemper^d bodies I and diftemper 'd minds ! 
In. an etert&ity, what fcenes (hall fir ike! 
Ad ventures thicken ! novelties furprife! 
What webs of wonder (hall unravel, there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven. 
And light th' Almighty's footftcps in the deep ! 
How Ihall the blefled day of our difcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate. 
And flraiten its inextricable maze! 

If inextinguilhable third in man 
To know ; how rich, how full, our banquet there ! 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds: 
The world material, lately feen in (hades. 
And, in thofe (hades, by fragments only feen, 
And feen thofe fragments by the laboring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illuftrious, and entire, 
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^ 

Its ample fphere, its uniyerfal frames 
In full dimenfions^ fwells to the furvey ; 
And enters, at one glance, the ravifliM fight. 
From fome fuperior point (where, who can tell? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods refide) 
How (hall the ftranger man's illumin'd eye. 
In the vaft ocean of unbounded fpace, 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the cryftal waves of ether pure. 
In endlefs voyage, without port? The leaft 
Of theie diffeminated orbs, how ^reat ! 
Great as they are, what numbers thefe furpafs> 
Hu^e, as leviathan, to that fmall race, 
Thofe twinkling multitudes of little life. 
He fwallows unperceiv'd ! ' Stupendous thefe! 
Yet what are thefe ftupendous to the whole ? 
As particles, as atoms ill-perceiv'd ; 
As circulating globules in our veins ; 
So vaft the plan: fecundity divine! 
Exub'rant fource I perhaps, I wrong thee flill. 

If admiration is a fource of joy, 
"What tranfport hence! yet this the leaft in heaven* 
What this to that illuftrious robe He wears. 
Who toft this mafs of wonders from his hand, 
A fpecimen, an earncft, of his power ? 
'Tis, to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead's meancft flow'ret to the fun. 
Which gave it birth. But what, this fun of hcav'n? 
This blifs fupf eme of the fupremly bleft ? 
Death, only death, the queftion can refolve. 
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By death, cheap-bought the ideas of our joy; 

The bare ideas! folid happinefs 

So diftant from its ihadow, chas'd below* 

And chafe we flill the phantom through the fircj 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? 
And toil we ftill for fublunary pay ? 
Defy the dangers of the field and flood. 
Or, fpidcr-like, fpin out our precious all. 
Our more than vitals fpin (if no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs 
Of fubtle thought, and exquifite defign; 
(Fine net-work of the brain !) to catch a fly ! 
The momentary buz of vaiu rejiown! 
A name I a mortal immortality ! 

Or (meaner fUll!) inftead of grafping air. 
For fordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? 
Drudge, fweat, through ev'ry ftiame, for ev'ry gaia. 
For vile contaminating trafli; throw up 
Our hope ip heav'n, our dignity with mau ? 
And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold ? 
Ambition, avarice ; the two daemons thefe. 
Which goad through every flough our human herd, 
Hard-travellM from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wetches (loop ! how fteep they climb ! 
Thefe daemons burn mankind ; but moft poffefs 
Lorenzo's bofom, and turn out the ikies. 

I§ it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the fliore. 
To cover ocean ? or a mote, the l^n ? 
Glofy and wealth! have they this blinding power? 

K3 



150 THE COMPLAINT: 

What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it furprize thee ? Be thou then furpriz'd } 
Thou neither know'ft : their nature learn from n^Ct 

Mvk well, as foreign as tbefe fubjefts feem, 
What clofe connexion tics them to my theme, 
Firft, what is true ambition? The purfuit 
Of glory, nothing lefs than man can Ihare. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded man/ 
As flatulent with fumes of fclf-applaufe. 
Their arts and conquefts animals might boaft. 
And claim their laqrel crowns as well as we ; 
But not celeftial. Here we ftand alone; 
As in our form, diftinft, pre-eminent; 
If prone in thought, our ftature is our fhame; 
And man fhould bluih^ his forehead meets the ikieSf 
The vifible and prcfent are for brutes, 
A flender portion ! and a narrow bound ! 
Thefe reafon, with an energy divine. 
Overleaps ; and claims the future and unfeen ; 
The vaft unfeen! the future fathomlefs! 
When the great foul buoys up to this high point. 
Leaving grofs nature's fediments below, 
Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The fagc and hero of the fields and woods, 
Aflerts his rank, and rifes into man. 
This is ambition, this is human fire. 

Can parts or place (two bold pretenders!) make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng? 

Genius and art, ambition's boafted wings^ 
Our boaft but ill dcferve. A feeble aid! 
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Dedalian cngin'ry ! if thefc alone 
Affift our flight, fame's flight is glory's fall. 
Heart-merit wanting^ mount we ne'er fo high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of oat name. 
A celebrated wretch when I behold, 
When I behold a genius bright, and bafe. 
Of tow*ring talents, and terreftrial aims ; 
Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high fphere. 
The glorious fragments of a foul immortal. 
With nibbifli mix'd, and glitt'ring in the duft. 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy fight. 

At once compaffion foft, and envy, rife 

But wherefore envy ? talents angel-bright. 
If wanting worth, are fliining inftruments 
In falfe ambition's hand, to finifli faults 
lUuftrious, and give infamy renown. 

Great ill is an atchievment of great pow'rs. 
Plain fenfe but rarely leads us far aftray. 
Reafon the means, affections chufe our end ; 
Means hare no merit, if our end amifs. 
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in rain ; 
What is a Pelham's head, to Pelham's heart? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applaufe. 
Right ends, and means, make wifdom : worldly wife 
Is but half-witted, at ijts higheft praife. 

Let genius thendefpair to make thee great; 
Nor flatter ftation: What is-flation high? 
'Tis a proud mendicant; it boafts, and begs; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And oft the thropg denies its charity. 

k:4 
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Monarchs, and minifters, are aweful names ^ 

Whoever wear them, challenge our dcvqir, 

Religion, public order, both exaft 

External homage, and a fupple knee. 

To beings pompoufly fet up, to ferve 

The meanefl flare ; all more is merit's due. 

Her facred and inviolable right ; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man* 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior worth | 

Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. < 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their accounti 

And vote the mantle inu> majefty. 

Let the fmall favage boaft his ill ver fur ; 

His royal robe unborrowed, and unbought. 

His own, defcending fairly from his fires. 

Shall man be proud to wear his livery. 

And fouls in ermin fcorn a foul without ? 

Can place or Icffen us, or aggrandize ? 

Pygmies are Pygmies ftill, though perch'd on AIps} 

And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 

Each man makes his own (tature, builds himfelf: 

Virtue alone out-builds the pyramids ; 

Her monuments fliall laft, when Egypt's fall. 

Of thefe fure truths dofl thou demand the caufe? 
The caufe is lodg'd in immortality. 
Hear, and aflent. Thy bofom burns for powY ; 
What ftation charms thee ? PU inftall thee there : 
'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before? 
Then thou |)efore waft fomething lefs than man. 
Has thy new poft betray'd thee into pride i 
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That treacherous pride betrays thy dignity ; 

That pride defames humanity, and caiis 

The being mean, which ftafFs or firings can raife. 

That pride, like hooded hawks, in darknefs foars. 

From blindnefs bold, and tow'ring to the ikies. 

'Tis born of ignorance, which knows not man: 

An angel's fecond ; nor his fecond, long. 

A Nero quitting his imperial throne. 

And courting glory from the tinkling firing, 

Ept faintly fhadows an immortal foul. 

With empire's felf, to pride, or rapture ficM. 

If nobler motives minifter no cure, 

Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place : 'tis more ; 
It pnakes the poft fland candidate for thee ; 
Makes more than monarchs, makes an honefl man } 
Though no exchequer it commands, 'tis wealth ; 
And though it wears no ribband, 'tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, though difgrac'd, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a mafter's fmilc. 
Other ambition nature interdifts ; 
Nature proclaims it mod abfurd in man, 
!|3y pointing at his origin, and end ; 
Milk, and a fwathe, at iird, his whole demand ; 
His whole domain, at lad, a turf or flone ; 
To whom, between, a world may feem^ too fmalL . 

Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of juft ambition, to the grand refult. 
The curtain's fall ; there, fee the buftin*d chief 
TJnflipd behind this momentary fcene j ^ 
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Redac'd to bis own ftature^ low or high> 

As rice^ or Tirtue, iiaks him, or fublimes ; 

And laugh at this famaflic mommery. 

This antic prelude of grotefque eyentst, 

Where dwstf fs are often ftilted, and betray 

A littlenefs of foul by worlds o'er^run. 

And nations laid in blood. Dread facrifice 

To Chriftian pride ! which had with horror ihockt 

The darkeft Pagans, offer'd to their gods. 

O thou mod: Chriftian enemy to peace I % 

Again in arnis? again provoking fate? 
That prince, and that alcme, is truly great, 
, Who draws the fword reludant, gladly (heaths ; 
On empire builds what empire far outweigbs> 
And makes his throne a fcaffold to the Ikies. 

Why this fo rare? becaufe forgot of all 
The day of death ; that venerable day, 
Which fits as judge; that day, which ihall pronounce 
On all our days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo^ never ihut thy thought againfl it ; 
Be levees ne'er fo fullj afford it room. 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend confulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean. 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left. 
Is that ambition? then let flames dcfcend. 
Point to the centre their inverted fpires. 
And learn humiliation from a foul. 
Which boafts her lineage from celeftial fire. 
Yet thcfe are they, the world pronounces wife ; 
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The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong, 
And cafts new wifdom : ev'n the grave man lends 
His folemn face, to countenance the coin. 
Wifdom for parts is madncfs for the whole. 
This (lamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the wifcft weak, the richeft poor. 
The mod ambitious, unambitious, mean ; 
In triumph, mean ; and abjeft, on a throne. 
Nothing can make it lefs than mad in man, 
rR> put forth all his ardour, all his art. 
And give his foul her full unbounded flight. 
But reaching him, who gave her wings to fly. 
When blind ambition quite mifl:akes her road. 
And downward pores, for that which fliines above, 
Subftantial happinefs, and true renown ; 
Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook. 
We leap at ftars, and fallen in the mud ; 
At glory grafp, and fink in infamy. 

Ambition ! powerful fource of good and ill ! 
Thy ftrcngth in man, like length of wing in birds,' 
When difengag'd from earth, with greater eafe. 
And fwifter flight, tranfports us to the Ikies ; 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bcmir'd. 
It turns a curfe; it is our chain, and fcourge. 
In this dark dungeon, where confined we lye, 
Clofe-grated by the fordid bars of fenfe ; 
All profpeft of eternity fliut <*it ; 
And, but for execution, ne'er fet free. 

With error in ambition juftly charg'd. 
Find we Lorenzo wifcr iQ hi$ wcahb? 
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What if thy rental I reform ? and draw 

An inventory new to fet thee right? 

Where, thy true trcafurc? Gold fays, * not in me:* 

And, ^ not in me,' the di'mond. Gold is poor; 

India's infolvent: feek it in thyfelf. 

Seek in thy naked felf, and find it there; 

In being fo defcended, form'd, endow'd ; 

Sky-born, iky-gnided, Iky-retuming raccl 

£reA, immortal, rational, divine ! 

In fenfes, which inherit earth, and heav'ns; 

Enjoy the various riches i^ature yields ; 

Far nobler; give the riches they enjoy ; 

Give tafte to fruits, and harmony to groves ; 

Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright fire: 

Take in, at once, the landfcape of the world. 

At a fmall inlet, which a grain might clofe. 

And half create the wond'rous world they fee. 

Our fenfes, as our reafon, are divine. 

But for the magic orgap's powerful charm. 

Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos ftill. 

ObjcQs are but th' occafion; ours th' exploit; 

Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint. 

Which nature's admirable pifture draws; 

And beautifies creation's ample dome. 

Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 

Man makes the matchlefs image, man admires. 

Say then, (hall man, hiS|fhoughts all fent abroad, 

Superior wonders in himfelf forgot. 

His admiration waftc on objefts round. 

When hea^'n ra^kes him the foul of all he fees? 
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Abfurd ! not rare ! fo gredt, (b mean^ is man. 

What wealth in fenfes fuch as thefe! what wealth 
Id fancy, fir'd to form a fairer fcene 
Than fenfe furveys! in memory's firm record. 
Which, (hould it periih, could this world recall 
From the dark ihadows df o'erwhelining years! 
In colours freih, originally bright 
Preferve its portrait> and report its fate! 
What wealth in intellcft, that fovYeign pow'r ! 
Which fenfe, and fancy, fummons to the bar j 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends { 
And from the mafs thofe underlings import. 
From their materials lifted, and refin'd. 
And in truth's balance, accurately weigh'd. 
Forms art, and fcience, government, and law j 
The folid bails, and the beauteous frame, 
The vitals, and the grace of civil life! 
And manners (fad exception !) fet aiide^ 
Strikes out, with mafter-^hand, a copy fair 
Of his idea, whofe indulgent thought. 
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, plannM human blifs. 

What weakh in fouls that foar, dive, range around, ^ 
Difdaining limit, or from place, or time i 
And hear at once, in thought exteniive, hear 
The almighty ^j/, and the trumpet's found! 
Bold, on creation's outfide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er ihall be ; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought. 
Creations new in fancy's field to rife! 
Souls, that can grafp whatever th* Almighty made. 
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And wander wild thro' things impdSible ! 

What wealthj in faculties of endlefs growth^ 

In cluenchlefs paifions violent to crave^ 

In liberty to chufe, in poWr to reach^ 

And in duration (how thy riches rife !) . . ' 

Duration to perpetuate— -boundlefe blifs ! 

A/k you, what pow'r refides in feeble man 
That blifs to gain? Is yirtue's, then, unknown ? . 
Virtue, ourprefent peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecariousy natnrsd eftate, 
ImproTeable at will, in virtue lies; 
Its tenure fur e ; its income is dif ;ne. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap! for what? 
To breed^ew wants, land beggar us the more ; 
Then, make a richer fcramble for the throng ? 
Soon as this feeble pulfe, which leaps fo long 
Almoft by miracle, is tir'd with play. 
Like rubbilh from difploding engines thrown, 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 
New maflers court, and call the former fool 
(How juftly !) for dependence on their ftay. 
Wide fcattcr, firft, our play*things; then, our dufti 

Doft court abundance for the fake of peace ? 
Learn, and lament thy felf-defeated fcheme : 
Riches enable to be richer ftill ; 
And, richer ftill, what mortal can refift? 
Thus wealth (a cruel tafk-mafter !) injoins 
New toils, fucceeding toils, an endlefs train ! 
And murders peace, which taught it firft to Ihinc. 
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The poor are half as wretched^ as the rich ; 
Whofe proud and painful privilege it is. 
At once, to bear a double load of woe ; 
To feel the flings of enyj, and of want. 
Outrageous want! both Indies cannot cure. 

A competetice is vital to content* 
Muth wealth is corpulence, if not difeafe } 
Sick, or incumber^, is our happinefs* 
A competence is all we can enjoy* 
O be content, where heav'n can give no more! 
More, like a flaih of water from a lock, 
Quickens our fpirit's movements for an hour } 
But foon its force is fpent, nor rife our joys 
Above our native temperas common ftream. * 
Hence difappointment lurks in ev'ry prize. 
As bees in flow'rs ; and flings us with fuccefs. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns j 
Nor knows the wife are privy to the lie. 
Much learning (hews how little mortals know ; 
Much wealth, how little worldio^s can enjoy: 
At befl, it babies us with endlefs toys. 
And keeps us children till we drop to dufl. 
As monkeys at a mirror fland amaz'd, * 
They fail to find, what they fo {Mainly fee; 
Thus men, in fhining riches, fee the face 
Of happinefs, nor know it is a (hade ; 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again ; 
And wiih, and wonder it is abfent flill. 

How few can refcue opulence from want ! 
Who lives to nature^ rarely can be poor $ 
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Who liyes to fancy, neyer can be rich* 
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold ^ 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 
The man of reafon fmiles at her, and death. 
O \<rhat a patrimony this! a being 
Of fuch inherent flrength and majefty. 
Not worlds poiTefLcan raife it ; worlds deftroy^d 
Can't injure ; which holds on its glorious courfe^ 
When thine, O nature ! ends ; too blefl to mourn 
Creation's obfequies. What treafure, this! 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal! agespaft, yet nothing gone! 
Mom without eye! a race without a goal I 
Unihorten'd by progreilion infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future! life 
Beginning ftill, where computation ends ! 
'Tis the defcription of a Deity ! 
'Tis the defcription of the meaneft flave: 
The meaneft flave dares then Lorenzo fcorn ? 
The meaneft flave thy fov'reign glory fliares# 
Proud youth ! faftidious of the lower world ! 
Man's lawful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the loweft ; is too great to find 
Inferiors; all immortal! brothers all! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 

Immortal ! what can ftrike the fenfe fo ftrong. 
As this the foul ? it thunders to the thought ; 
Reafon amazes; gratitude overwhelms ; 
No more we flumber on the brink of fate; 
Rous'd at the found, th' exulting foul afcends. 
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And breathes her native air ; an air that feedt 
Ambitions high^ and fans etheceal fires ; 
Quick-kindles all that is divine within us ; 
Nor leaves one loit'ring thought beneath the ftars« 

Has not Lorenzo's bofom caught the flame ? 
Immortal ! were but one immortal^ how 
Would others envy 1 how would thrones adore ! 
Becaufe 'tis common, is the blefling loft? 
tiow this ties up the bounteous hand of Heaven ! 
O vain^ vain, vain! all elfel eternity! 
A glorious* and a needful refuge, that. 
From vile imprifonment, in abjedl views^ 
^Tis immortality, 'tis that alone. 
Amid life's pains, abafements, emptinefs^ 
The foul can comfort^ elevate, and fill. 
That only, and that amply, this performs ; 
Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above;' 
Their terror thofe s and thefe their luftre lofe{ 
Eternity depending covers all; 
Eternity depending all atchieves; 
Sets earth at diftance ; cafts her into (hades ; 
Blends her diflin^ion ; abrogates her powers ; 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and fevere^ 
Fortune's dread frowns, and fafcinating fmiles, 
Make one promifcuous and negleAed heap, 
The man beneath ; if I may call him man, 
Whom, immortality's full force infpires. 
Nothing terreflrial touches his high thought ; • 
Suns ihine unfeen, and thunders roll unheard. 
By minds quite confcious of their high defcent, 

L 
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Their prefent pro? ince^ and their fatare prize i 
Diyinely darting upward ey'ry wi(b» 
Warm on the wing^ in glorious abfence loft* 

Doubt you this truth I why labours your belief? 
If earth's whole orb, by fome due-diftanc'd eye 
Were feen at once, her tow'ring Alps would finkf 
And leTel*d Atlas lea^e an even fphere. 
Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire. 
Is fwallowM in eternity's Taft round. 
To that ftupendous Tiew, when fouls awake. 
So large oF late, fo mountainous to man. 
Time's toys fubfide; and equal all beiow. 

Enthuiiaftic, this ? then all are weak, 
But rank enthufiafts. To this godlike height 
Some fouls have foar'd ; or martyrs ne'er had bled* 
And all may do, what has by man been done. 
Who, beaten by thefe fublunary ftorms, 
Boundlefs, interminable joys can weigh> 
Unraptur'd, unexaltcd, uninflam'd? 
What flave unblefl, who from to-morrow's dawn 
Expeds an empire? he forgets his chain, 
And, thron'd in thought, his abfent fceptre wayes. 

And what a fceptre waits us! what a throne ! 
Her own immenfe appointments to compute, 
Or comprehend her high prerogatifes. 
In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human foul divine! 
Too great the bounty fccms for earthly joy: 
What heart but trembles at fo ftrange a blifs ? ' 

lo fpite of all the truths the mufe has fuog. 
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Ne'er to be prizM enough ! enough reyoWd! 

Are there who wrap the world fo clofe about them, 

They fee no farther than the clouds $ and dance 

On heedlefs vanity's phantaftic toe, 

Till, {tumbling at a ftraw, in their career. 

Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and (<mg i 

Are there, Lorenzo ? is it poilible ? 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

^Vho lodge a foul immortal in their breads; 

lUnconfcions as the mountain of its ore ; 

br rock, of its ineflimable gem i 

fWhen rocks {hall melt, and mountains Tani{h, thefe 

Shall know their treafure; treafure, then, no more« 

Are there ({lill more amazing !) who tciitt. 
The riUng thought? who fmother, in its birth. 
The glorious truth ? who {Iruggle to be brutes ? 
jWho thro' this bofom-barrier bur{l their way i 
'And, with rever{t ambition, {Irive to link: 
Who labour downwards thro' th* oppofing powers 
Of in{lin£i; reafon, and the world againft them. 
To difmal hopes, and (belter in the {hock 
OF endlefs night? night darker than the grave's ? 
IWho {ight the proofs of immortality ? 
With horrid zeal, and^xecrable arts. 
Work all their engines, level their black fires, 
To blot from man this attribute divine, 
j(Than vital blood far dearer to the wife) 
JBlafphemers, and rank athei{ls to themfelves ? 
i To contradid them, fee all nature rife ! 

iWhat objefi:, what event, the moon beneath, 
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But argues^ or endearsj an aftCT'^fccne 2 

To reafon provesi or ^eds it to defire? 

A)] things proclaim it needfnl ; fome advance 

One precious ftep beyond^ and prove it fure* 

A thoufand arguments fwarm round my pen^ 

From heav'n^ and earthy and man* Indulge a f€?/i 

By nature, as her commtin habit, worn ; 

So prei&ng providence a truth to teach. 

Which trutb untaught, all other truths were vaiUif 

Thou ! whofe all-providential eye furveys, 
Whofe hand direAs, whofe fpirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond! 
Eternity's inhabitant augufl ! 
Of two eternities amazing Lord ! 
One pad:, ere man's^ or angel's, had begun ; 
Aid ! while I refcue from the foe's aflault. 
Thy glorious immortality in man : 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight. 
Of Qioment infinite ! but relifh'd moft 
By thofe who love thee moft, who moft adore. 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee the great immutable, to man 
Speaks wifdom ; is his oracle fupreme ; 
And he who moft confults her, is moft wife. 
Lorenzo, to this heaY.'nly Delphos hafte ; 
And come back all-^immortal ; all-divine : 
Look nature through, 'tis revolution all ; 
All change, no death* Day follows night ; ^nd night 
The dying day ; ftars rife, and fet, and rife ; 
Earth takes th' example. See, the fummcr gay. 
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With her green chaplet, and ambrolial flowers^ 
Droops into pallid autumn : winter grejr, 
Horrid with froft, and turbulent with ftorni^ 
Blows autumn, and his golden fruits, away: 
Then melts into the fpring : foft fpring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the fouth. 
Recalls the firft. All, to re-flouriih, fades* 
As in a wheel, all finks, to re^afcend. 
Emblems of man, who pafles, not expires. 

With this minute diftinflion, emblems juft, , 
Nature reyolyes, but man advances ; both 
Eternal, that a circle, this a line. 
That gravitates, this foars. Th' afpiring foul 
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, afcends; 
Zeal, and humility, her wings to heaven. 
The world of matter, with its various forms« 
All dies into new life. l4fe born from death 
Rolls the vafl mafs, and (hall for ever roll. 
No fingle atom, once in being, loft. 
With change of copnfel charges the Moft Hight 

What heifce infers Lorenzo f Can it be ? 
Matter immortal ? and '{hall fpirit die ! 
Above the nobler, ihall lefs noble rife i 
Shall man alone, for whom all elfe revives. 
No refurredion know ? ihall man alone. 
Imperial man ! be fown in barren ground, 
Lefs privilegM than grain, on which he feeds f 
Is man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 
The blifs of being, or with previous pain 
Peplore its period, by the fplccp of fate, 
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Severely doom'd death's fingle unredeemed ? 

If nature's revolution fpeaks aloud» 
Iif her gradation, hear her loudet ftill. 
Look nature thro', 'tis neat gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her fcale afcends! 
Each middle nature join'd at each extreme. 
To that above it join*d, to that beneath. 
Parts, into parts reciprocally fhot. 
Abhor divorce: what love of union reigns! 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 
Half-life, half •death, join there ; here, life and fenfe j 
There, fenfe from reafon deals a glimmering ray ; 
Reafon fhiBes out in man. But how preferv'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life? thofe realms of blifs. 
Where death has no dominion? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal j earthy, part; 
And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man 
Eternal ; or in man the feries ends. 
Wide yawns the gap : connexion is no more ; 
Checkt reafon halts; her next ftep wants fupport; 
Striving to climb, flie tumbles from her fcheme ; 
A fcheme, analogy pronounc'd fo true ; 
Analogy, man's furefl guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, carelefs of the call, 
Falfe atteftation on all nature charge. 
Rather than violate his league with death ? 
Renounce his reafon, rather than renounce 
The duft belov'd, and run the rilk of heav'n ? 
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O what indignity to deathlefs fouls! 
What trea£bn to the majefly of man I 
Of man immortal ! bear the lofty ftyle : 

* If fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 
f Let earth diffolye, yon pond'rous orbs defcend^ 
' And grind us into dufl : the foul is fafe ; 

* The man emerges 5 mounts above the wreck, 

* As tow'ring flame from nature's fun'ral pyre ; 

* O'er devaftaiion, as a gainer, fmiles 5 
^ His charter, his inviolable rights, 

,i * Well-pleas'd to learn from thunder's impotence, 
I ' Death's pointlefs darts^ and hell's defeated ftorms.' 
But thefe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzol 

The glories of the world, thy fev'nfold fliield. 
' Other ambition than of crowns in air, 
\ And fuperlunary felicities, 
\ Thy bofom warm. I'll cool it, if I can ; 
{ And turn thofe glories that inchant, againft thee. 
; What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
\ If wife, the caufe that wounds thee is thy cure, 
r Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together ! 
i (To mount Lorenzo never can refufe ;) 

And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 

# 

^ Look down on earth.^— What fceft thou? Wond'rous 
things! 
Terreftrial wonders, that edipfe the ikies. 
What lengths of labour'd lands ! what loaded feas ! 
Loade^ by man, for pleafure, wealth, or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into fervice brought. 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends, 
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Nor can th' eternal rocks his will withftand; 
What levell'd mountains! and what lifted rales! 
O'er vales and mountains fumptuous cities fwell. 
And gild our landfcape with their glittering fpires« 
Some 'mid the wond'ring waves majeftic rife; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 
Far greater ftill! (what cannot mortal might?) 
See, wide dominions rayifh'd from the deep ! 
The narrowM deep with indignation foams* 
Or fouthward turn ; to delicate, and grand. 
The finer arts there ripen in the fun. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Afcend the ikies! the proud triumphal arch 
Shews us half-heay'n beneath its ample bend. 
High thro' mid air, here, ftreams are taught to flow ^ 
Whole rivers, there, laid by m bafons, fleep. 
Here, plains turn oceans ; there, vaft oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms channcll'd deep from fliore to fliorc \ 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy brave breaft for formidable fcenes. 
Where fame and empire wait upon the fword? 
See fields in blood ; hear naval thunders rife ; 
Britannia's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole proje&ing breaks 
The mid-fea, furious waves! their roar amidft, 
Out-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, ' O main ! 
« Thus far, nor farther ; new reftraints obey.' 
Earth's difembowclM! mcafur*dare the skies j 
Stars are dete£led in their deep recefs! 
Creation widens ! vacquifh'd nature yields! 
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Her fecrets are extorted ! art prevails! 
What monument of genius, fpirit, power ! 

And now^ Lorenzo! raptur'd at this fcene, 
Whofe glories render heaven fuperfluous ! fay, 
Whofe footfteps thefe? — ^Immortals have been here. 
Could lefs than touh immortal this have done? 
garth's cover'd o'er with proofs of fouls immortal ; 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are ambition's works: and thefe are great: 
But this, the lead immortal fouls can do; 
Tranfcend them all«— But what can thefe tranfcend ? 
Doft ask me, what? — One figh for the diftreft. 
What then for infidels ? A deeper figh. 
'Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man : 
How little they, who think aught great below? 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one ; 
And that it crowns. — Here ceafe we: but, ere long. 
More powerful proof ihall take the field againft thee, 
Stronger than death, smd finiliog at the tomb» 
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PREFACE. 



AS we are at i^ar with the pawef, it were well if Wd 
were at war with the manners of France. A land 
of levity, is a land of guilt. A ferious mind is the na-* 
tiTe foil of every virtue ; and the fingle charader that 
does true honour to mankind. The foul's immortafiry 
has beeii the favourite theme with the ferious of all 
ages. Nor is it ftrange ; it is a fubjeA by far the mod iii-» 
teirefling^ and important^ that can enter the mind of man* 
Of higheft moment this fubje£l always was^ and always 
will be. Yet this its higheft moment feems to adnut of 
increafe, at this day; a fdrt of occafional importance is 
fuperadded to the natural weight of it; if that opinion 
which is advanced in the preface to the preceding night, 
be juft. It is there fuppofed, that all our infidels^ what-* 
ever fcheme^ for argument's fake, and to keep them-^ 
felves in countenance, they patronize, are betray'd into 
their deplorable error, by fome doubt of their immor- 
tality, at the bottom. And the more I cdnfider this 
point, the more I am perfiiaded of the truth of that o-* 
pinion. Tbo' the diftruft of a futurity is a ftrange er- 
ror; yet is it an error into which bad men may natu- 
rally be diftreifed. , For it is impoflible to bid defiance 
to final ruin, without fome refuge in imagination, fome 
prefuraption of efcape. And what prefuraption is there ? 
There are but two in nature ; but two, within the com- 
pafs of human thought. And thcfc are, — That either 
God Will notj or can not punifh. Confidering the di- 
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yine attributes, the firft is too grofs to be digefted by 
our ftrongeft wifhes. And fince omnipotence is as much 
a divine attribute as holinefs^ that God cannot punilbi 
is as abfurd a fuppoiition^ as the former. God certain-* 
hf can puniihi as long as wicked men exlft. In non-* 
exiitence^ therefore, is their only refuge ; and, confe-* 
quentlyj non-exiftcnce is their ftjrongeft wiih. And 
ftrong wiflxes have a ftrange influence on our opinions; 
they bias the judgment, in a manner, almoft incredible* 
And iince on this member of their alternative, there 
are feme very fmall appearances in their favour, and 
lione at all on the other, they catch at this reed, thejl 
lay hold on this chimera, to fave themfelves from the 
ihock, and horror^ of an immediate, and abfolute de« 
fpair. 

On reviewing my fubjed, by the light which this 
argument, and others of like tendency, threw upon it, 
I was more inclin'd than ever to purfue it, as it ap-* 
pearM to me to ftrike dire^Uy at the main root of all 
our infidelity. In the following pages, it is, according* 
ly, purfued at large ; and fome arguments for immor- 
tality, new (at leaft to me,) are ventured on in them. 
There alfo the writer has made an attempt to fet the 
grofs abfurdities and horrors of annihilation in a fuller 
and more affefting view, than is (I think) to be met 
with elfewhere. 

The gentlemen, for whofe fake this attempt was 
chiefly made, profefs great admiration for the wifdom 
of heathen antiquity: what pity 'tjs they are not fin- 
cere! if they were fincere, how would it mortify them 
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to confider^ with what contempt, and abhorrence, their 
notions would have been received, by thofe whom they 
fo much admire ? what degree of contempt, and abhor« 
rence, would fall to their ihare, may be conjeAured by 
the following matter of faft (in my opinion) extreme- 
ly memorable. Of all their heathen worthies, Socrates 
(^tis well known) was the mod guarded, difpaifionate, 
and compofed ; yet this great mailer of temper was an« 
gry ; and angry at his laft hour ; and angry with his 
friend ; and angry for what deferved acknowledgment ; 
angry, for a right and tender inftance of true friend- 
ihip towards him. Is not this furpriiing i what could 
be the caufe ? The caufe was for his honour } it was a 
truly noble, tho% perhaps, a too pundilious, regard for 
immortality: for his friend aiking him, with fuch an 
aiFedionate concern as became a friend, * Where he 
* fliould depofite his remains ?' it was refented by So- 
crates, as implying a difhonourable fuppofition that he 
could be fo mean, as to have regard for any thing, even 
in himfelf, that was not immortal* 

This faA Well conlider'd, would make our infidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates; or make 
them endeavour, by their imitation of this illuftrious 
example, to fhare his glory : and, confequently, it 
would incline them to perufe the following pages with 
candor and impartiality: which is all I defire; and that, 
for their fakes: fori am permaded, that an unpreju- 
diced infidel muft, neceffarily, receive forac advantage* 
ous impreiTions from them. 
July 7, 1 744. 
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HE AV'N gives the needful, but neglcfted, call. 
What day^ what hour, but knocks at human hearts^ 
To wake the foul to fcnfe of future fcenes ? 
Deaths ftand, like Mercurys, in ev'ry way ; 
And kindly point us to our journe> s end. 
Pope, who couldil make immortals! art thou dead ? 
I give thee joy : nor will I take my leave ; 
So foon to follow. Man but dives in death ; 
Dives from the fun, in fairer day to rife ; 
The grave, his fubterranean road to blifs. 
Tes, infinite indulgence planned it fo; 
Thro' various parts our glorious ftory runs ; 
Time gives the preface, endlcfs age unrolls 
The volume (ne'er unroll'd) of human fate. 

This, earth and fkies^ already have proclaimed. 
The world's a prophecy of worlds to come ; 
And who, what God foretells (who fpeaks in things 
Still louder than in words) (hall dare deny ? 
If nature's arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new leaf, and ftronger read in man. 
If man fleeps on, untaught by what he fees, 

• Night the Sixtli. 
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2^n he prove infidel to what he feels ? 
ic, whofe blind thought futurity denies^ 
[TnconfcioQs bears» Belletophon ! like thee^ 
Sis own indictment ; he condemns himfelf ; 
Who reads his bofom^ reads immortal fife ; 
Dr, nature^ there, impbfing on her fons» 
[las written fables ; man was made a lie* 

Why difcontent for ever harboured there ? 
[ncurable confumption of our peace ! 
clefolve me^ why, the cottager, and king. 
He whom fca-fevcr^d realms obey, and he 
Who fteals bis whole dominion from the wafte, 
Repelling winter blafts with mud and ftraw, 
Difquieted alike, draw figh for iigh. 
In fate fo diftant, in complaint fo near f 

Is it, that things terreftial can't content? 
Deep in rich pafture, will thy flocks complain ^ 
Not fo ; but to their mafter is deny*d 
To (hare their fweet ferene* Man, ill at eafe> 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field. 
Where nature fodders him with other food. 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to fuffice. 
Poor in abundance, fami(h'd at a feaft, 
Sighs on for fomething more, when moft enjoy'd* 
Is heav*n then kinder to thy flocks than thee? 
Not fo; thy pafture richer, but remote; 
In part, remote ; for that rcmotct part 
Man bleats from inftinft, tho% perhaps, debauched 
^By fenfe, his reafon fleeps, nor dreams the caufe. 
The caufe how obvious, when his reafon wakes! 
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His grief is bat his grandeur in difgoife ; 
And difcontent is immortality. 

Shall fens of ether, (hall the Mood of heav'n^ 
Set up their hopes on earth , and ft able here. 
With brutal. acquiefcence in the mire? 
Lorenzo! no! they (hall be nobly pain'd ; 
The glorious foreigners, diftreft, (hall ligh 
On thrones ; and thou congratulate the ligh : 
Man's mifery declares him born for blifs; 
His anxious heart aflerts the truth I fing. 
And gives the fceptic in his head the lie. 

Our headsi our hearts, our paffions, and our powen 
Speak the fame language ; call us to the ikies : 
Unripen'd thefe, in this inclement cUme, 
Scarce rife above conjeAure, and miftake; 
And for this land of trifles thofe too ftrong 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeft human life: 
What prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm ? 
Meet objeAs for our pafTions heav'n ordain'd, 
Obje£b that challenge all their £ire» and leave 
No fault, but in defcA: blefl heav'n! avert 
A bounded ardor for unbounded blifs ; 
O for a blifs unbounded ! far beneath 
A foul immortal, is a mortal joy* 
Nor are our pow'rs to pcrilh immature ; 
But, after feeble effort here, beneath 
A brighter fun» and in a nobler foil, 
Tranfplantcd from this fublunary bed. 
Shall flourifli fair, and put forth all their bloom. 

Rcafon progreffive, inflinft is complete ; 



NIGHT THE SEVENTH. i8i 

Swift inftiofi leaps; flowreafon feebly climbs. 

Brutes fooB their zenith reach ; their little all 

Flows in at once; in ages they no more 

Could know» or do» or covet, or enjoy. 

Were man to live coeval with the fun^ 

The patriarch^pupil would be learning ftill ; 

Yet, dying, leave his leflbn half-unlearnt* 

Men perifh in advance, as if the fun 

Should fet e'er noon, in eailern oceans drown'd ; 

If fit, with dim, illuftrious to compare. 

The fun's meridian, with the foul of man. 

To man, why, ftepdame nature ! fo fe vcre ? 

Why thrown afide thy mafter- piece half-wrought. 

While meaner e£Forts thy laft hand enjoy? 

Or, if abortively poor man muft die. 

Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in dread ? 

Why curft with forefight ? wife to mifery ? 

Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 

Why lefs pre-eminent in rank, than pain? 

His immortality alone can tell ; 

Full ample fund to balance all amifs. 

And turn the fcale in favour of the ju(t. ) 

His immortality alone can folve 
That darkeft of enigmas, human hope ; 
Of all the darkeft, if at death we die. 
Hope, eager hope, th* affaffin of our joy. 
All prefent bleifings treading unddr-foot. 
Is fcarce a milder tyrant than defpair. 
With no pad toils content, ftill planning new» 
Hope turns us o'er to death aloue for eafc* 
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FofleflioD, Vfhy, more taftelefs than pnrfoit ? 
Why is a wilh far dearer than a crown i 
That wifli accomplilh'd, why, the grave of Wife? 
Becaufc, in the great future bury'd deep. 
Beyond our plans of empire, and renown^ 
Lyes all that man with ardor fhould purfue; 
And he who made him> bent him to the right. 

Man's heart th* Almiohty to the future fcts, 
By fecret and inviolable fprings ; 
And makes his hope his fublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats all things> and is hungry ftill ; 
* More, more!' the glutton cries: for fomething new 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 
He will defcend. He ftarves'on the pofleft* 
Hence, the world's mafter, from ambition's fpire. 
In Caprea plung*d ; and div'd beneath the brute* 
In that rank fty why wallow'd empire's fon 
Supreme? becaufe he could no higher fly; 
His riot was ambition in defpair. 

Old Rome confulted birds; Lorenzo! thou 
With more fuccefs, the flight of hope furvey ; 
Of rcftlefs hope, for ever on the wing. 
High-pcrch'd o'er cv'ry thought that falcon fits. 
To fly at all that rifcs in her fight; 
And, qever ftooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, fhe betrays her aim's miftake. 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 

There fliould it fail us (it muft fail us there^ 
If being fails) more mournful riddles rife. 
And virtue vies with hope in myftcry. 
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Why virtue ? where its praife, its benig» fled ? 

Virtue is true fclWntcrcft purfu'd: 

What trac felf-intereft of quite-mortal ihan ? 

To dofe with all that makes him happy here. 

If vice (as fometimes) is our friend on earthi 

Then vice is vhrtue ; 'tis our fov'reign good. 

In fclf-applaufc is virtue's golden priie ; 

No felf-applaufe attends it on thy fcheme: 

Whence fclf-applaufc? from confcience of the right. 

And what is rights but means of happinefs ? 

No means of happinefs when virtue yields ; 

That bails failing, falls the building too. 

And lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blamelefs heart. 
So long revered, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak; with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats thy bofom with illuftrious dreams 
Of felf-expofure^ laudable, and great? 
Of gallant cnterprize, and glorious death ? 
Die for thy country ? — ^thou romantic fool ! 
Seize, feize the plank thy fclf, and let her iink : 
Thy country ! what to thee ? — the Godhead ; what ? 
(I fpeak with awe !) tho* he fhould bid thee bleed ? 
If, with thy blood, thy final hope is fpilt. 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow. 
Be deaf; prefervc thy being; difobey. 

Nor is it difobedience : know, Lorenzo 1 

Whatever th' Almighty's fubfcquent command. 

His firft command is this :— * Man, love thy felf.' 

In this alone^ free-agents are not free. 

M 4 



i84 THE COMPLAINT: 

Exiftence is the bafis^ hlifs the prize ; 
If Turtue cofts exiftence) 'tis a crime ; . 
Bold yioIatioQ of our law fupreme, , 
Black faicide ; tho' nations^ which confult 
Their gain, at thy expence> refound applaufe* 

Since virtue's recompence is doubtful^ here^^ 
If man dies wholly^ well may we demand^ 
Why is man fuflFerM to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good id vain^ is man enjoinM ? 
Why to be good in vain^ is man betrayM ? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaft^ 
By fweet complacencies frcnn virtue felt? 
Why whifpers nature lies on virtue's part? 
Or if blind inftin£t (which afliimes the name 
Of facred confcience) plays the fool in man« 
Why reafon made accomplice in the cheat? 
Why are the wifeft loudeft in her praife ? 
Can man by reafon's beam be led a,ftray ? 
Or> at his peril, imitate his God? 
Since virtue fometimes ruins us on earth, 
Or both ;ire true; or man furvives the grave. 

Or man furvives the grave, or own, Lorenzo^ 
Thy boaft fuprcme, a wild abfurdity, 
Dauntlcfsthy fpirit; cowards are thy fcorn. 
Grant man immortal, and thy fcorn is jufl. 
The man immortal, rationally brave. 
Dares rufli on death — becaufe he cannot dio^ 
But if mm lofes all, when life is loft,^ 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 
A daring infidel (and fucl^ there are* 
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From pride, example^ lucre, rage, revenge. 

Or pure heroical defe A of thought) 

Of all earth's madmen, moft deferves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renown'd 
For valour, virtue, faience, all we love. 
And all we praife ; for worth, whofe noon*tide beftm. 
Enabling us to think in higher ftyle, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers ; 
Dream we, that luftre of the moral world 
Goes out in ftench, and rottenefs the ciofe ? 
Why was he wife t6 know, and warm to praife. 
And ftrenuous to tranfscribe, in human life. 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that fate, 
Jufl when the lineaments began to fhine. 
And dawn the Dsity, ihould fnatch the draught. 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The ikies alarm, left angels too might die ? 

If human fouls, why not angelic too 
ExtinguifhM? and a folitary God, 
O'er ghaftly ruin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man i 
The next, lofe maafor ever in the duft .^ 
From dud we difengage, or man miftakes ; 
And therei where left his judgment fears a flaw. 
Wifdom and worth, how boldly he commends! 
Wifdom and worth, are facrcd names; rcver'd, 
Where not embraced ; applauded! deify*d! 
Why not compaffionM too ? If fpirits die, 
^oth are calamities, infli6led both, 
Tq make vis but more wretched ; Wifdom's cf c 
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Acute, for what? to fpy mocc mitam i 

And worthi fo recompeoft'di new-poiius their ftiogs* 

Or man furmoimts the graye^ or gain is-k^ 

And worth exalted humbles us the more. 

Thou wilt not patronize a fcheme that makes 

Weaknef8» and Tice> the refuge of mankind. 

^ Has virtue, then, no joys ?' — ^Yes, joys dear-bought 
Talk ne'er fo long, in this imperfed (late. 
Virtue, and vice, are at eternal war. 
Virtue's a combat ; and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for fmall reward? 
Who virtue's felf*reward fo loud refouiad, 
Would take degrees angelic here below^ 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray^ 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
The crown, th* unfading crown, her foul infpircs: 
' Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body^s treach'rics, and the world's affaults: 
On earth's poor pay our famifh'd virtue dies. 
Truth inconteftiblc! in fpite of -all 
A Bayle has preach'd, or a V e believ'd. 

In man the more we dive, the more we fee 
Heav'n's fignet (lamping an immortal make. 
Dive to the bottom of his foul, the bafe 
Suftaining all ; what find we ? knowledge, love. 
As light, and heat, eflential to the fun, 
Thefe to the foul. And ^hy, if fouls expire? 
How little lovely here ? how little known? 
Small knowledge we dig up with endlefs toil ; 
And love unfeign'd may purchafc perfcft hate. 
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Why ftarvM, on earth, our angel-appetites ; 

While brutal are indulged their fulfome fill? ^ 

Were then capacities divine conferred. 

As a mock diadem, in favage fport. 

Rank infult of our pompous poverty. 

Which reaps but pain, from feeming claims fo fair? 

In future age lyeg no redrefs ? and ihuts 

Eternity the door on our complaint ? 

If fo, for what ftrange ends were mortals made ! 

The worft to wallow, and the beft to weep ; 

The man Who merits moft, muft moft complain : 

Can we conceive a difregard in heaven. 

What the worft perpetrate, or beft endure ? 

This cannot be. To love, and know, in man 

> 

Is boundlefs appetite, and boundlefs pow'r; 

And thefe demonftrate boundlefs objeAs too. 

Objefls, powers, appetites, heavien fuits in all; 

Nor, nature thro', e'er violates this fwcct. 

Eternal concord, on her tuneful ftring. , 

Is man the fole exception from her laws? 

Eternity ft ruck off from human hope, 

(I fpeak with truth, but veneration too) 

Man is a monfter, the reproach of heaven, 

A ftain, a dark impenetrable cloud 

On nature's beauteous afpeA ; and deforms, 

(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her lord. 

If fuch is man's allotment, what is heaven ? 

Or own the foul immortal, or blafphcmc. 

Or own the foul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock majcfty! go, man! 
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And bow to thy fuperiori of the ftall ; 

Thro' ev'ry fcene of fenfe fuperior far ; 

Thqr graze the turf uotiirdt they drink the ftreani 

Uobrew'di and ever fulli and unenbitterM 

With doubtii fearii fruitlefi hopei^ regrett^ defpain } 

Mankind'i peculiar ! reafon'i precioui dower I 

No foreign dime they ranfack for their robes ; 

Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar ; 

Their good is good entire^ unmix'df unmarr'd ; 

They find a paradife in e? Vy fields 

On boughs forbidden where no curfes hang s 

Their ill| no more than ftrikes the fenft i unftretchc 

By previous dreads or murmur in the rear t 

When tlie worft comes, it comes unfearMi one ftroke 

Begins, and ends, their woe: they die but once ; 

Bleft, incommunicable privilege! for which 

Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the flars, 

Pbilofopher, or hero, figbs in vain# 

Account for this prerogative in brutes* 
No day, no glimpfe of day, to folvc the knot, 
But what beams on it from eternity. 
O folc and fwect folution! that unties 
The difficult, and foftenstbe fevere; 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face difpels ; 
Ileftores bright order ; calls the brute beneath ; 
And re-inthrones us in fupremacy 
Of joy, ev*n here: admit immortal life, 
And virtue is knight-errantry no more; 
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower. 
Far richer in rcvcrfion : hope exults j 



NIGHT THE SEVENTH. 189 

And tho* much bitter in our cup is thrown. 
Predominates, and gives the tafte of heaven* 
O wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 
AftonifhiDg beyond aftoniihment ! 
Heav'n our reward— for heav'n enjoyM below* 

Still unfubdu'd thy ftubbom heart? — For there 
The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I fing. 
Reafon is guiltlefs; will alone rebels. 
What, in that ftubbom heart, if 1 fhould find 
New, unexpeAed witneiTes againft thee ? 
AmbitioUi pleafure, and the love of gain! 
Canft thou fufpe£t, that thefe, which make the foul 
The flave of earth, (hould own her heir of heav'n i 
Canft thou fufpeA what makes us dilbefieve 
Our immortality, fliould prove it fure? 

Firft, then, ambition fummon to the bar. 
Ambition's fliame, extravagancei difguft. 
And inextinguifliable nature, fpeak. 
Each muchdepofes ; hear them in their turn. 

Thy foul, how pailionately fond of fame ! 
How anxiousi that fond paifion to conceal ! 
We blufli, deteded in defigns on praife, 
Tho' for beft deeds, and frcHU the beft of men; 
And why i becaufe immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the foul ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow ; 
Bids it afcend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim. 
Which ftoops to court a charader from man ; 
While o*cr us, in tremendous judgment fit 
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Far more than maD> with endle& praife» and blame* 

Ambition's boondlefe appetite out-fpeaks 
The verdid of its (hame* When fouls take fire 
At high prefumptions of their own defert» 
One age is poor applaufe; the nighty ihout. 
The thunder by the living few b^^, 
I^te time muft echo ; worlds unborn, refound* 
Wc wifh our names eternally to live : 
Wild dream! which ne'er had haimted human though 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 
Inilinft points out an int'reft in hereafter i 
But our blind reafon fees not where it lies; 
Or, feeing, gives the fubftance for the ihade. 

Fame is the ihade of immortality. 
And in itfelf a ihadow. Soon as caughtf 
Contemn'd ; it Ihrinks to nothing in the grafp. 
Confult th' ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 
* And is this all?' cry'd Caesar at his height, 
Difgufted. This third proof ambition brings 
Of immortality. The firft in fame, 
Obferve him near, your envy will abate : 
Sham'd at the difproportion vaft, between 
The paffion, and the purchafe, he will iigh 
At fuch fuccefs, and bluih at his renown. 
And why? becaufe far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more illuftrious glory calls; 
It calls in whifpcrs, yet the deafeft hear. 

And can ambition a fourth proof fupply ? 
It can, and ftrongcr than the former three ; 
Yet quite o'erlook'd by forae reputed wife. 
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Tho* difappointments in ambition paioy 

And tbo' fuccefs difgufts; yet ftill^ Lorenzo! 

In vain we ftrive to pluck it from our hearts ; 

By nature planted for the nobleft ends. 

Abfurd the fam'd adyice to Pyrrhus giv'n. 

More prais'd^ than ponder'd ; fpecious» but tmfound : 

Sooner that hero^ fword the world had quell'd^ 

Than reafon^ his ambition. Man muft foar* 

An obftinate aftivity within^ 

An infuppreilive fpring> will toft him up 

In fpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone^ 

Each villager has his ambition too; 

No Sultan prouder than his fetterM flave: 

Slaves build their little Babylcms of ftraw. 

Echo the proud Aflyrian> in. their hearts. 

And cry, — ^^ Behold the wonders of my might !''^ 

And why ? Becaufe immortal as their lord ; 

And fouls immortal muA forever heave 

At fomething great ; the glitter, or the gold; 

The praife of mortals, or the praife of heaven* 

Nor abfolutely vain is human praife, 
When human is fupported by divine. . 
V\l introduce Lorenzo to himfelf : 
Pleafure and pride (bad mailers!) (hare on; hearts. 
As love of pleafure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our bodiesi and extend our race } 
The love of praife is planted to proteft. 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 
What is it, but the love of praife, infpires. 
Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts. 



ipt THE COMPLAINT: 

Earth's happinefs? from thati the delictte^ 
Tlie grand^ the roar? elloutp of ciril life* 
Want and confenieocei uoder-workerii lay 
The bafisi on which lore of glory buildi* 
Nor it thy life, O Virtae! left in debt 
To praife, thy fecret ftimulating friend* 
Were men not prondi what merit (hould we mifsl 
Pride made the f irtnet of the Pagan world. 
Praife is the fait that feafons right to man» 
And wbeti hit appetite for moral good* 
Third of applaufe i$ Tirtne'i fecond gaard t 
Reafon, her firft i bnt reafon wanu an aid i 
Our prifate reafon b a flatterer t 
Third of applaufe calli public judgment in, 
To poife our own, to keep an eren fctle, 
And gire endangered rirtue fairer play* 

Here a fifth proof arifet, ftroiigpr ftill : 
Why this fo nice conftruf^ion of our'^aru i 
Thcfc delicate moralities of fcnfe; ^n^ 
This conftitutional refcrvc of aid \ 

To fuccour virtue, when our reafon fails ; 
If vircuei kept alive by care and toil, 
And, ofC| the mark of injuries on earth. 
When labourM to maturity (its bill 
Of difciplines, and pains, unpaid) mud die? 
Why freighted rich, to da(h againd a rock i 
Were man to pcrifli when mod fit to live, 
O how mifpcnt were all thefe dratagems, 
By (kill divine inwoven in our frame? 
Where arc hcav'n*s holinefs and mercy fled ? 



^ 
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Laughs heav'ny at once, at virtue, and at man i 
If not, why that difcouragM, this dcftrojM f 
Thus far ambition. What fays avarice? 
This her chief maxin^, which has long been thine: 
* The wife and wealthy arc the fame/ — I grant it. 
To (lore up treafure, with inceflant toil, 
[ This is man's province, this his higheft praife. 
^ To this great end keen inflind flings him on. 
To guide that inflio^l, reafon ! is thy charge; 
.*Tis thine to tell us where true treafure lies: 
jV jBut, reafon failing to difcharge her truft^ 
^ Or to the deaf difcharging it in vain, 
\j^. blunder follows ; and blind induflry, 
^^aird by the fpur, but flranger to the courfe» 
''he courfe where flakes of more than gold are woo) 
'erloading, with the cares of diflant age» 
'he jaded fpirits of the prefent hour, 
Provides for an eternity below. 
* Thou fhalt not covet,' is a wife command ; 
Int bounded to the wealth the fun furveys : 
>k farther, the command flands quite reversed, 
\d avarice is a virtue mofl divine, 
faith a refuge for our happinefs i 
oil fure : and is it not for reafon too ? 
ff^tbing this world unriddles, but the next. 
VTIaence inextinguifhable thirfl of gain? 
incxtinguifhable life in man: 
I, if not meant, by worth, to reach the ikies, 
wanted wing to fly fo far in guilt, 
grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice: 
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Yet ftillthcir root is imtfiortalitjr. * 
Thcfc its wild growths fo bitter, and fo bafe, 
(Pain and reproach!) refigion can reclaim. 
Refine, exalt, throw down their poisonous lee. 
And make them fparkle in the bowl of blifs. 

See, the third witnefs laughs at blifs remote^ 
And falfely promifes an Eden here : 
Truth (he fliall fpeak for once, tho' prone to lit, 
A common cheiat, and Pleafnre is her name. 
To pleafurc never was Lorenzo deaf; 
Then hear her now, now firft thy real friend. 

Since nature made us nbttnore fond than proud 
Of happinefs (whente hypdcrites in joy I 
Makers of mirjth! artificers of fmiles!) 
Why ihould the j6y moft poignant fenfe afibrds^ 
Burn us with bhiihes, and rebuke bur pride ?— 
Thofe heav'n-born blufties tell us man dcfcends, 
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly blifs: 
Should reafon take her infidel repofe. 
This honeft inftinft fpeaks bur lineage high; 
This inftinft calls on darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the ftalls. 
Our glory covers us with noble (hame. 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmanned. 
The man that blufhes, is not quite a brute. 
Thus far with thee, Lorenzo! will I clofe, 
Pleafure is good, and man for plcafuremadc; 
But pleafure full of glory, as of joy ; 
Pleafure, which neither bluflies, nor expires. 

The witneffes are heard 5 the caufc is o*er ; 
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Let confcience file the fentence io her court. 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey: 
Thus, fealM by truth, th' authentic record runs, 
* Know, all ; know, infidels,^^unapt to know 1 
'Tis immortality your nature folves ; 
'Tis immortality dccyphers man, 
And opens all the myft'ries of his make* 
Without ity half his infliads are a riddle i 
Without itj aJi his virtues are a dream. 
His very crimes atteft his dignity ; 
His fatelefs third of pleafure, gold, and fame, 
Declares him born for bleilings infinite: 
What lefs than infinite, makes un-abfurd 
Faifionsj which all on earth but more inflames? 
Fierce pailions, fo mis^meafur'd to this fcene, 
Stretch'd out, like eagles wings, beyond our nefti 
Far, far beyond the worth of all below. 
For earth too large, prefage a nobler flight. 
And evidence our title to the ikies.* 
Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind! 
Whofe conflitution diflates to your pen. 
Who, cold yourfelvcs, think ardour comes from hell! 
Think not our paflions from corruption fprung. 
Though to corruption now they lend their wings; 
That is their miftrefs, not their mother. All 
(And judly) reafon deem divine: I fee, 
I feel a grandeur in the paffions too, 
^ij^hich fpeaks their high defcent, and glorious end ; 
Which fpeaks them rays of an eternal fire* 
In paradife itfelf they burnt as ftrong, 
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Ere Adam fell ; tho* Vifer.in their sum. 

Like the proud EafterOj ftruck by ProYidence^ 

What tho' our paifions are run mad^ and ftoop 

With low, tcrrcftrial appetite, to graze 

On tralh, on toys, dethron'd from high defire? 

Yet ft ill, thro' their difgrace, no feeble ray 

Of greatnefs fhinesi and tells us whence they felk 

But thefe (like that fallen monarch when reclaimed) 

When reafon moderates the rein aright. 

Shall re-afccnd, re-mount their former fphere. 

Where once they foar'd illuftrious ; ere feducM 

By wanton Eve^s debauch, to ftroll on earth, 

And fet the fublunary world on fire. 

But grant their phrenzy lafts ; their phrenzy fails 
To difappoint one providendal end. 
For which heav*n blew up ardour in our hearts : 
Were reafon filent, boundlcfs paffion fpeaks 
A future fcene of boundlefs objefts too. 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 
Eternal day ! 'tis that enlightens all ; 
And all, by that enlighten'd, proves it furc. 
Confider man as an immortal being. 
Intelligible all; and all is great; 
A cryftalline tranfparency prevails. 
And ftrikes full luftre, thro' the human fphere ; 
Confider man as mortal, all is dark. 
And wretched ; reafon weeps at the furvey. 

The learn'd Lorenzo cries, * and let her weep, ^ 
* Weak, modern reafon: antient times were wife. 
« Authority, that venerable guide. 
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* Stands on my part ; the fam'd Athenian porch 

* (And who for wifdom fo rcnown'd as they?) 

* Deny'd this immortality to man.' 

I grant it ; but affirm, they prov'd it too. 
A riddle this! — ^Have patience; I'll explain. 
What noble vanities, what moral flights. 
Glittering thro* their romantic wifdom's page, 
Make us,, at once, defpife them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to thcfe high-feafon'd fires; 
They leave tli* extravagance of fong below. 

* Flefti'^fliall not feci; or, feeling, fliall enjoy 

* The dagger, or the rack ; to them, alike 
'* A bed of rofes, or the burning bull.' 

In men exploding all beyond the grave. 
Strange doftrine, this! AsdoSrine, it wasftrange; 
But not, as prophecy ; for fuch it prov'd. 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd : 
They fcign'd a firmnefs Chriftians need not feign. 
The Chriftian truly triumphed in the flame: 
The Stoic faw, in double wonder lofl. 
Wonder at them, and wonder at himfelf. 
To find the bold adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that he ftrove to lie in vain. 

Whence, then, thofe thoughts? thofe tow'ring 
thoughts, that flew 
Such monftrdhs heights ? — From inftinft,and from pride. 
The glorious in{lin£l of a deathlefs foul, 
^Confus'dly confcious of her dignity, 
Suggefted truths they could not underftand. 

In lust's dominion, and in paffion's ftoriQ, 
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Truth's fyftem broken, fcatterM fragments lajr^ 
As light in chaos, glimm*ring thro* the gloom: 
Smit with the pomp of lofty fentimentSi 
PIcas'd pride proclaimed, what reafon difbelierM^ 
Pride, like the Delphic prieftcfs, with a fwcll, 
Rav*d nonfenfe, deftinM to the future fenfe. 
When life immortal, in full day, (hould (hine; 
And death's dark fhadows fly the gofpcl fun. 
They fpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls 
Could fpeak ; and thus the truth they queftion'd, proVd 
Can then abfcrdities, as well as crimes. 
Speak man immortal? all things fpeak him fo. 
Much has been urg'd ; and doft thou call for more ? 
Call ; and with endlefs queftions be diftreft. 
All unrefolvable, if earth is all. 

* Why life, a moment; infinite, dcfire? 

Our wi(h, eternity ? Our home, the grave ? 

Heaven's promife dormant lycs inhuman hope; 

Who wifhes life immortal, proves it too. 

Why happinefspurfu'd, tho' never found? 

Man's thirft of happinefs declares it is 

(For nature never gravitates to nought ;) 

That thirft unquencht declares It is not here. 

My Lucia, thy Clariffa, call to thought; 

Why cordial friendfhip riveted fo deep, 

As hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend. 

If friend, and friendfhip, vanifti in an hour? 

Is not this torment in the maflc of joy ? 

Why by refleftion marr'd the joys of fenfe? 

Why paft, and future, preying oh our hearts? 
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* 

* And putting all our prefent joys to death ? 

* Why labours reafon? inftinfl were as well ; 

* Inftinft, far better ; what can chufe, can err: 

* O how infallible the thoughtlefs brute ! 

• ' fwere well his hoHnefs were half as fure. 

* Reafon with inclination, why at war? 

* Why fenfe of guilt? Why confcience up in arms?* 

Confcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain^ . 
And bofom-counfel to decline the blow. 
Reafon with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 
If nothing future paid forbearance here. 
Thus on — thefe, and a thoufaud pleas uncall'd> 
All promife, fome enfure, a fecond fcene; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 
Than all things elfe mod certain ; were it falfe. 
What truth on earth fo precious as the lie ? 
This world it gives us, let what will cnfue ; 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope: 
The future of the prefent is the foul: 
How this life groans, when fever'd from the next? 
Poor, mutilated wretch, thatdifbelieves! 
By dark diftruft, his being cut in two. 
In both parts perifhes; life void of joy. 
Sad prelude of eternity in pain ! 

Couldft thou perfuade me, the next life could fail 
Our ardent wiflies ; how ihould I pour out 
My bleeding heart in anguilh, new, as deep ! 
Ohl with what thoughts, thy hope, and my defpair, 
Abhorr'd annihilation ! blafts the foul, 
And wide extends the bounds of human woe! 
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Could I beliete Lorenzo^t fyftem tme. 

Id this black channel would my raTings run. 



* Grief from the future borrowed peace, ere-while. 
The future TaniihM! and the prefent pain*d! 
Strange import of unprecedented ill! 
Falli how profound! like Lucifer^ the fall! 
Unequal fate ! hit fall, without bis guilt ! 
From where fond hope built her pavilion high. 
The gods among, hurlM headlong, hurl'd at once 
To night! to nothing! darker ftill than night. 
If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worft foe, 
Lorenzo! boaftful of the name of friend! 
O for delufion ! O for error ftill ! 
Could vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant 
A thinking being in a world like this. 
Not over-rich before, now beggarM quite ; 
More curft than at the fall ? — The fun goes out ! 
The thorns flioot up! what thorns in ev'ry thought! 
Why fenfeof better? it imbittcrs worfc. 
Why fcnfe? why life? if but to figh, then fink 
To what I was ! Twice nothing ! and much woe ! 
Woe,from heav'n's bounties ! Woe,from what was wont 
To flatter moft, high iotclleftual powers. 

« Thought, virtue,knowledgc! bleflings,by thyfchcfflC| 
All poifon'd into pains. Firft, knowledge, once 
My foul's ambition, now her greateft dread. 
To know myfcif, true wifdom ? — No, to fliun 
That fliocking fcicnce, parent of defpair! 
Avert thy mirror: if I fee, I dict 
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< Know my Creator ? climb his bleft abode 
By painful fpcculation, pierce the vale. 
Dive in his nature, read his attributes. 
And gaze in admiration — on a foe, 
Obtruding life, with-holding happinefs! 
From the full rivers that furround his throne. 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on man ; 
Man gafping for one drop, that he might ceafe 
To curfe his birth, nor envy reptils more ! 
Ye fable clouds! ye darkeft ihades of night! 
Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought. 
Once all my comfort ; fource, and foul of joy ! 
Now leaguM with furies, and with * thee, againft me. 
' Know his atchievements ? ftudy his renown ? 
Contemplate this amazing univerfe, 
Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete ! 
For what ? >mid miracles of nobler name. 
To find one miracle of mifery ? 
To find the being, which alone can know 
And praife his works, a blemifli on his praife ? 
Thro* nature's ample range, in thought, to ftroll, 
And ftart at man, the fingle mourner there. 
Breathing high hope! chained down to pangs,and death! 
^ Knowing is fuff 'ring : and {hall virtue (hare 
The figh of knowledge? — virtue (hares the figh. 
By (training up the deep of excellent. 
By battles fought, and, from temptation, won. 
What gains (he, but the pang of feeing worthy 
Angelic worth, foon (huffled in the dark 
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With cv'ry vice, and fwept to brutal dull ? 
Merit is madoefs; virtue is a crime; 
A crime to reafoB» if it cofts us pain 
Unpaid : what pain, amidfl a tboufand morCy 
To think the moft abandoned, after days 
Of triumph o'er their betters^ find in death 
As foft a pillow, nor make fouler clay ! 

* Duty! religion! — tbefe, our duty done. 
Imply reward. Religion is miftake* 

Duty! — there's none, but to repel the cheat. 

Ye cheats! away! ye daughters of ray pride! 

Who feign yourfclvcs the favorites of the /kies : 

Te towering hopes! abortive energies! 

That tois, and ftruggle, in my lying bread:. 

To fcale the fkies, and build prefumptions there^ 

As 1 were heir of an eternity. 

Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 

Why travel far in queft of fure defeat ? 

As bounded as my being, be my wi(h. 

All is inverted, wifdom is a fooK 

Senfe! take the rein; blind pailion! drive us on; 

And, ignorance! befriend us on our way; 

Ye new, but trueft patrons of our peace ! 

Yes; give the pulfe full empire ; live the brute, 

Since, as the brute, we die. The fum of man. 

Of godlike man ! to revel, and to rot. 

* But not on equal terms with other brutes: 
Their revels a more poignant reli(h yield. 
And fafer too; they never poifons chufe. 
Infticft, than reafon, makes more wholcfome meals, 
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And fends all-marring murmur far away. 
For fenfual life they bed philofophize ; 
Theirs, that fcrcnc, the fagcs fought in vain; 
'Tis man alone expoftulates with heav'n ; 
His, all the pow'r, and all the caufe, to mourn. 
Shall human eyes alone difiblve in tears? 
And bleed, m angui(h, none but human hearts ? 
The wide (Iretcht realm of intellefiual woe, 
Surpafling fenfual far, is all our own. 
In life fo fatally diftinguifli'd, why 
Gaft in one lot, confounded, lumpt, in death ? 
« Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt ? 
Why thunderM this peculiar claufc againft us. 
All-mortal, and all-wretched ! — have the ikies 
Reafons of ftate, their fubjcfts may not fcan. 
Nor humbly reafon, when they forely figh ? 
All-mortal, and all-wretched! — ^'tis too much ; 
Unparallel'd in nature: *tis too much 
On being unrequefted at thy hands. 
Omnipotent! for I fee nought but power. 
* And why fee that ? why thought ? to toil, and eat. 
Then make our bed in darknefs, needs no thought. 
What fuperfluities are reasoning fouls ! 
Oh give eternity! or thought deftroy. 
But without thought our curfe were half-unfelt ; 
Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart; 
And, therefore, 'tis beftow'd. I thank thee, reafon! 
For aiding life's too fmall calamities, 
And giving being to the dread of death. 
Such are thy bounties!— Was it then too much 
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For me^ to trefpafs on the brutal rights ? 
Too much for heav'n to make one emmet more ? 
Too much for chaos to permit my mafs 
A longer (lay with cflences unwrought, 
Unfafliion'dy untormented into man ? 
Wretched preferment to this round of pains! 
Wretched capacity of phrenzy, thought ! 
Wretched capacity of dying, life! 
Life, thought, worth, wifdom, all (O foul revolt!) 
Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 
< Death, then, has chang'd its nature too: O death! 
Come to my bofom, thou beft gift of heav'n ! 
Bed friend of man ! fince man is man no more. 
Why in this thorny wildemefs fo long. 
Since there's no promised land's ambrofial bower j 
To pay me with its honey for my ftings ? 
If needful to the felfilh fcheraes of heaven 
To fling us fore, why mockt our mifcry ? 
Why this fo fumptuous infult o'er our heads ? 
Why this illuftrious canopy difplay'd ? 
Why fo magnificently lodg'd defpair ? 
At ftated periods, fure-returning, roll 
Thcfe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lofe 
Their mifery's full meafure ? — Smiles with flowers. 
And fruits, promifcuous, ever- teeming earth, • 
That man may languifli in luxurious fcenes. 
And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys } 
Claim earth and ikies man's admiration, due 
For fuch delights ! Bled animals ! too wife 
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^ To wonder; and too happy to complain! 

^ Oqr doom decreed demands a mournful fcene : 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemned? 
Why not the dragon's fubterranean den. 
For man to howl in ? why not his abode 
Of the fame diimal colour with bis fate ? 
A Thebesj a Babylon, at vafl expence 
Of time, toil, treafure, art, for owls and adders. 
As congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome, ([fire ; 
Which prompts proud thought, and kindles hi^b de* 
If, from her humble chamber in the duft. 
While proud thought fwells, and high defire inflames^ 
The poor worm calls us for her inmates there ; 
And, round us. Death's inexorable hand 
Draws the dark curtain clofe ; undrawn no more. 
^ Undrawn no more! — behind the cloud of deathj 
Once, I beheld a fun ; a fun which gilt 
That fable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold : 
How the graye's alter'd ! fathomlefs, as hell! 
A real hell to thofe^who dreamt of heaven. 
Annihilation ! how it yawns before me ! 
Next moment 1 may drop from thought, from fenfe. 
The privilege of angels, and of worms. 
An outcaft from exiflence ! and this fpirit. 
This all-pervading, this all-confcious foul. 
This particle of energy divine, , 

Which travels nature, flies from ftar to flar. 
And viiits gods, and emulates their powers. 
For ever is extinguiih'd. Horror! dpath! 
Death of that death 1 fearlefs once furvey'd ! — 



iod THE COMPLAINT: 

' .When horror uniterfal (hall defcend, ' 
* Andheav'n's dark concave urn all human race^ 
' On that enormouftt unrefunding tomb, - 
^ How jutt this verfe! this monumental (igh^ 

Beneath the lumber of demoliih'd worlds 1 
Deep in the rubbtih of the general wreck. 
Swept ignominioas to the common mals 
Of matter^ never dignify'd with life. 
Here lie proud rationals; the fons of heav'n! 
The lords of earth ! the property of worms 1 
Beings of yeftcrday, and no to-morrow! 
Who liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir'd! 
All gone to rot in chaos; or, to make 
Their happy tranfit into blocks or brutes. 
Nor longer fully their Creator's name/ 
Lorenzo! hear, paufe, ponder, and pronounce* 
Juft is this hiftory ? If fuch is man, 
Mankind's hiftorian, though divine, might weep. 
And dares Lorenzo fmile !— 1 know thee proud ; 
For once let pride befriend thee; pride looks pale 
At fuch 'd fccne, und fighs for fomething more. 
Amid thy boafts, prcfumptions, and difplays. 
And art thou then a fliadow? Icfs than fhade? 
A nothing? lefs than nothing ? to have been. 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. ' 
Art thou ambitious? why then make the worm 
Thine equal ? Runs thy tafte of pleafure high ? 
Why patronize fure death of ev'ry joy? 
Charm riches ? why chufe beggary in the grave. 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever i 
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Ambition, picafure, avarice, pcrfuadc thee * 

To make that world of glory, rapture, wealthy 
They ^ lately proved, thy foul's fupreme defire. 

What art thou made of"? rather, how unmade ? 
Great Nature's mafter-appetite deftroy'd ! 
Is endlefs life, and happinefs, defpis'd? 
Or both wifhM, here, where neither can be found? 
Such man's perverfe, eternal war with Heav*n ! 
Dar'ft thou perfift f And is there nought on eahh. 
But a long train of tranfitory forms, 
Rifing, and breaking, millions in an hour ? 
Bubbles of a fantaftic deity,*blown up 
In fport, and then in cruelty deftroy'd ? 
Oh! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo! 
Beflroys thy fcheme the whole of human race? 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compared to thee : 
Oh! fpare this wade of being half-divine ; 
And vindicate th*oeconomy of Heav'n, 

Heav'n is all love; all joj^n giving joy: 
It never had created, but to blifs: 
And {hall it, then, ftrike off the lift of life, 
A being bleft, or worthy fo to be ? 
Heav'n ftarts at an annihilating God. 

Is that, all nature ftarts at, thy defire ? 
'Art fuch a clod to wi(h thy felf all clay ? 
What is that dreadful wi(h? — ^The dying groan 
Of Nature, murderM by the blackeft guilt* 
What deadly poifon has thy nature drank? 
To nature undebauch'd no (hock fo great ; 

• IntheSinHNijht. 
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Nature's firfl wifh is endlefs happinefs; 
Annihilation is an after-thought, 
A monftrous wi(h, unborn till virtue dies* 
And, oh! what depth of horror lies inclos'd! 
For non*exiftence no man ever wifh'd. 
But, firft, he wiihM the Deity deftroy'd. 

If fo ; what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy pidure true i the darkeft are too fair. 
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of defperation, by what fury's aid. 
In what infernal pofture of the foul^ 
All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At fucb a birth, a birth fo near of kin. 
Did thy foul fancy whelp fo black a fcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown. 
And deities begun, reduced to duil? 

There's nought (thou fay'ft) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble effences, tumultuous driven 
Through time's rough billows into night^s abyfs. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin. 
Is there no rock, on which man's toiling thought 
Can reft from terror, dare his fate furvey. 
And boldly think it (omething to be born ? 
Amid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair. 
Is there no central, all-fuftaining bafe, 
All-realizing, all-connefting pow'r. 
Which, as it callM forth all things, can recall, 
And force deftruftion to refund her fpoil ? 
Command the grave reftore her taken prey ? 
Bid death's dark vale its human harvefl yield, 
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And earth, atid ocean, pay their debt of man. 

True to the grand depofit trufted there ? 

is there no potentate, whofe out-ftretchM arnii 

When ripening time calls forth th' appointed hooti 

t^luckt from foul devaftation's famiih'd maw. 

Binds prefent, paft, and future to his throne I 

tiis throne, I^ow glorious, thus divinely grac^d^ 

By germinating beings cluft'ring round ! 

A garland worthy the Dirinity ! 

A throne, by Heav Vs omnipotence in fmiles, 

JBuilt (like a Pharos towering in the vraTet) 

Amidft immenfe effuiions of his love I 

An ocean of communicated blifs ! 

An all-prolific, all-preferring Godl 
"JTbis Were a God indeed.-^ And fuch is maDj^ 
As here prefumM : he rifes from his fall. 
Think'ft thou Omnipotence a naked root. 
Each bloflbm fair of Deity deftroy'd? 
Kothing is dead ; hay, nothing deeps ; each foul^ 
That ever animated human clay. 
Now wakes ; is on the wing: and where, O where^ 
Will the f\??irm fettle ? — When the trumpet's call. 
As founding brafs, collefis us, round Heay'n's throne 
Conglob'd, We bafk in everlafting day, 
(Paternal fplendort) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the foul this outlet to the ikies. 
In this vaft veiTel of the univerfe, 
t^ow {hould we gafp, as in an empty void I 
tiow in the pangs of fatnifliM hope expire! 

How bright my profped ihines ! bow gloomy thine ! 
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A trembling world ! and a deTOuring God ! 
Earth, but the fhambles of Omnipotence! 
Heav'n's face all ftainM with caufcleis maflacres 
Of countlefs millions, born to feel the pang 
Of being loft. Lorenzo! can it be? 
This bids us ihudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to fuch a phantom world. 
Where nought fubftantial, but our mifery ? 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diftrefs. 
So foon to peri(h, and revive no more ? 
The greater fuch a joy» the more it pains. 
A world, fo far from great (and yet how great 
It {hines to thee !) there's nothing real in it ; 
Being, aftiadow! confcioufncfs, a dream! 
A dream, how dreadful! uuiverfal blank 
B^rfore it, and behind! Poor man, a fpark 
From non-exiftcncc ftruck by wrath divine, 
^Glitfring a moment, nor that moment fure, 
'Midft upper, nether, and furrounding night. 
His fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb! 

Lorenzo! doft thou feel thefe arguments? 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt ? 
How haft thou darM the Deity dethrone ? 
How dar'd indift him of a world like this ? 
If fuch the world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crime, but caufci of mifery ? 
Hetraft, blafphemer! and unriddle this, 
Of endlefs arguments above, below. 

Without us, and within, the fhort refult 

• If man's immortal, there's a God in hcav'n.' 
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But wherefore fuch redundancy ? fuch waftc 
Of arguttient ? One fets my foul at reft ; 
One obvious, and at hand, and, oh!— at heart. 
Sojuft thejkics, Philander's life fo pain'd. 
His heart fo pure ; that, or fucceeding fcenes 
Haye palms to give, or ne'er had he been born. 

* What an old tale is this !* Lorenzo cries-— 
I grant this argument is old ; but truth 
No years impair ; add had not this been true. 
Thou never hadft dcfpis'd it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy foul ; and fable 
As fleeting as thy joys: be wife, nor make 
Heaven's higheft blefling, vengeance j O be wife! 
Nor make a curfe of immortality. 

Say, know'ft thou what it is ? or what thou art ? 
Xnow'ft thou the importance of a foul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory ; worlds on worlds! 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; 
Ten thoufand add ; add twice ten thoufand more ; 
Then weigh the whole; one foul outweighs them all; 
And calls th' aftoniihing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor. 

For this, believe not me; no man believe; 
Truft not in words, but deeds; and deeds no lefs 
Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor his, a few; 
Confult them all ; confulted, all proclaim 
Thy foul's importance: tremble at thyfclf ; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long: 
Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages ; from the birth 
Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 

O 2 
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In this fmall province of his vaft domain 
(All nature bow> while I pronounce his name !) 
What has God dcme, and not for this fole end^ 
To refcue fouls from death ? the foul's high price 
is Writ in. all the conduA of the ikies. 
The foul's high price is the creation's key. 
Unlocks its myfteries^ and naked lays 
The genuine caufc of ev'ry deed divine : 
That, is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious correfpondence, and unites 
Mod diftant periods in one bleft defign : 
That, is the mighty hinge^ on which have turn'd 
All revolurioni, whether we regard 
The natural, civil, or religious, wof'ld ; 
The former two, but fervants to the third : 
To that, thehr duty done, they both expire^ 
Their mafs new-caft, forgot their deeds renown'd ; 
And angels aik, * Where once they (hone fo fair f ^ 

To lift us from this abjeft, to fublime ; 
This flux, to permanent; this dark, to day; 
This foul, to pure } this turbid, to fercne; 
This mean, to mighty !— for this glorious end 
The Almighty, rifing, his long fabbath broke ; 
The world was made j was ruin'd ; was reftor'd ; 
Laws from the ikies were publilh'd ; were repealed ; 
On earth kings, kingdoms, rofe ; kings, kingdomsj fell ; 
Fam'd fages lighted up the Pagan world ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Thro' diftant age ; faints travelled ; martyr's bled j 
By wonders facred nature flood controui'd ; 
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*3Che living were tranflated ; dead were rais'd ; 
Aageia, <md more than angels, came from heaven ;• 
And, oh ! for this, defcended lower ftill ; 
Gilt was helPs gloom ; aftonilh'd at his gueft| 
For one fliort moment Lucifer ador'd : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do lefs ? — for this. 
That hallowed page, fools fcofFat, was infpir'd. 
Of all thefe truths thrice- venerable code! 
Deifts! perform your quarantine; and then 
Fail proftrate, ere you touch it, left you die. 

Nor lefs intenfely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than thofe of light, this end to gain, 
O what a fcene is here! — Lorenzo! wake; 
Ilife to the thought; exert, expand, thy foul 
To take the vaft idea: it deiiies 
All elfe the name of great. Two warring worlds, 
I^Tot Europe againft Afric ; warring worlds. 
Of more than mortal! mounted on the wing! 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 
High-hov'ring o'er this little brand of ftrife! 
This fublunary ball— but ftrife, for what? 
In their owncaufe copflifting? No; in thine. 
In man's. His fingle int'reft blows the fla^le ; 
His the fole ftake ; his fate the trumpet founds. 
Which kindles war immortal. How it bums! 
Tumultuous fwarras of deities in arms! 
Force force oppofing, till the waves run high. 
And tempeft nature's univerfal fphere. 
Such oppofites eternal, ftedfaft, ftcrn. 
Such foes implacable, are good, and ill j 
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Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between t^«»^* 

Think not this fiftion. * There was war m lieav'n/ 
From heaven's high cryftal mountain, where it hung, 
Th' Almighty's out-ftretcht arm took down his bow. 
And (hot his indignation at the deep: 
Re-thunder'd hell, and darted all her fires. — 
And fecms the ftake of little moment ftill ? 
And flumbers man, who fingly caus'd the ftorm? 
He fleeps. — And art thou (hockt at myfteries? 
The greateft, thou. How dreadfuJ to refleft. 
What ardor, care, and counfel, mortals caufe 
In breafts divine! how little in their own! 

Where-e^er I turn, how new proofs pour upon me! 
How happily this wondYous view fupports 
My former argument ! how ftrongly ftrikes 
Immortal life's full demonftration, here! 
Why this exertion ? why this ftrange regard 
From Heav'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to man ? — 
Becaufe, in man, the glorious, dreadful powV, 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bleft, for ever. 
Duration gives importance ; fwells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be ? A trifle of no weidit : 
Or fland, or fall ; no matter which ; he's gone. 
Becaufe immortal, therefore is indulged 
This ftrange regard of deities to duft. 
Hence, heav'n looks down on earth with all her eyesj 
Hence, the foul's mighty moment in her fight: 
Hence, ev*ry foul has partifans above. 
And ev'ry thought a critic in the skies; 
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Hence, clay, rile clay ! has angels for its guard, 
And ev'ry guard a paflion for his charge: 
Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 
Has held high counfel o'er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels hid. 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphafis and awe. 
He fpoke his will, and trembling nature heard ; 
He fpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ftorm. 
Witnefs, thou Sinai ! whofe cloud-cover'd height. 
And fliaken bafis, own'd the prefent God: 
Witnefs, ye billows! whofe returning tide. 
Breaking the chain that faftcn'd it in air, 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell : 
Witnefs, ye flames! th' Aflyrian tyrant blew 
To fev'nfold rage, as impotent, as ftrong: 
And thou, earth! witnefs, whofe expanding jaws 
Clos'd o'er * prefumption's facrilegious fons: 
Has not each element,' in turn, fubfcrib'd 
The foul's high price, and fworn it to the wife ? 
Has not flame, ocean, ether, earthquake, ftrbvc 
To ftrike this truth, through adamantine man ? 
If not all-adamant, Lorenzo! hear; 
All is delufion ; nature is wrapt up. 
In tenfold night, fromreafon's keeneft eye; 
There's no confiftence, meaning, plan, or end, 
In all beneath the fun, in all above, 

* Korah, &c. 
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(As far as man can penetrate) or heay*i| 

Is an immenfe, ineftimable pri^e ; 

Or all is nothing, or that pri?:e is alK-rr 

And (hall each toy be ftill a match for heay'ii i 

And full equiTalent for groans below ? 

Who would not give a trifle tp prevent 

What he ni^ould give a tboufand worlds to cure 2 

Lorenzo! thou haft feen (if thine, to fee) 
All nature, and her God (by nature's courfe^ 
And nature^s courfe controui'd) declare for me : 
The ikies above proclaim ^ Immortal man!' 
And,' Man immortal!' all below refounds. 
The world's a fyftem of theqlogy. 
Read, by the greateft ftrangers to the fchools ^ 
If honcft, learn'd ; and fages o'er a plough. 
Is not| Lorenzo ! then, impos'd on thee 
This hard alternative j or, to renounce 
Thy reafon, and thy fenfe ; or to believe i 
What then is unbelief? ^tis an exploit; 
A ilrenuous enterprize : to gain it, man 
Muft burft through ev'ry bar of commpn fenfe. 
Of common fhame, magnanimoufly wrong; 
And what rewards the fturdy combatant? 
His prize, repentance; infamy, his crown. 

But wherefore, infamy ? — For want of f aith^ 
Down the ftecp precipice of wrong he Aides; 
There's nothing to fupport him in the right. 
Faith in the fpture wanting, is, at leaft 
In embryo, ev'ry weaknefs^ ev'ry guilt ; 
And ftrong temptation ripens into birth. 
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U this life's gain invites him to the deed. 

Why not his country fold, his father flain? 

'Tis tirtue to purfue our good fupreme ; 
' And his fupreme, his only good is here. 

Ambition, av'rice, by the wife difdain'd, 

Is perfect wifdom, while mankind are fools. 

And think a turf, or tombftone, covers all: 
. Thefe fii^d employment, and provide fqr fenfe 

A richer paftqtre, and a larger range; 

And fenfe by right divine afcends the throne. 

When virtue's prize and profpe£l are no more; 

Virtue i^o more we think the will of heaven. 

Would hcav*n qviite beggar virtue, if bclov'd i 
• Has Virtue charms?' — I grant her heav'nly fair ; 

But if unportion'd, all will int'reft wed ; 

Tho' that our admiration, this our choice. 

The virtues grow on immortality ; 

That root deftroyM, they wither and expire. 

A Deity believM, will nought avail ; 

Hewards and pu^ifhmcnts make Gop ador'd ; 

And hope$ and fears give confcience all her power* 

As in the dying parent dies the child. 

Virtue, with immortality expires. 
^ Who tells me he denies his foul immortal. 

Whatever his boaft, has told me, he's a knave. 

His duty ?tis, tp love hjnjfelf alone ; 

Nor care tho' mankind perifh, if he fmiles. 

Who thinks ere-long the man (hall wholly die. 

Is dead already ; nought but brute furvives. 

And are there fuchf-rrSuch candidates there are 
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For more than death ; for utter lofs of being. 
Being, the bafis of the DeIity ! 
Alk you the caufe?— the caufe they will not tell'; * 
Nor need they: oh the forceries of fenfe! 
They work this transformation on the foul, 
Difmount her like the ferpent at the fall, 
Difmount her from her native wing (which foar'd 
Ere-while ethereal heights) and throw her down. 
To lick the duft, and crawl, in fuch a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you ? O ye fall'n ! 
FalPn from the wings of reafon, and of hope ! 
Eredin ftature, prone in appetite! 
Patrons of pleafure, pofting into pain I 
Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfe ! 
Boaftcrs of liberty, f aft-bound in chains! 
Lords of the wide creation, and the fhame ! 
More fenfelefs than th' irrationals you fcorn! 
More bafe than thofe you rule! than thofe you pity, 
Far more undone ! O ye moft infamous 
Of beings, from fuperior dignity! 
Deepeft in woe from means of boundlefs blifs! 
Ye curft by bleffings infinite! Becaufe 
Moft highly favoured, moft profoundly loft! 
Ye motly mafs of contradiftion ftrong! 
And are you, too, convinc'd your fouls fly off 
In exhalation foft, and die in air. 
From the full flood of evidence againft you? 
In the coarfe drudgeries, and finks of fenfe. 
Your fouls have quite worn out the make of heaven, 
By vice ncw-caft, and creatures cf your own: 
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But tho' you can deform, you can't deftroy ; 
To curfe, not uncreate, is all your pow'r. 

Liffenzo! this black brotherhood renounce; 
Renounce St.Evremont, and read St. Paul. 
Ere rapt by miracle, by reafcm wing'd, '■ 

His mounting mind made long abode in heaven. 
This is freethinking, unconfin'd to parts. 
To fend the foul, on curious travel bent. 
Thro' all the provinces of human thought; 
To dart her flight, thro' the whole fphere of man; 
Of this vaft univerfe to make the tour ; 
In each recefs of fpace and time, at home ; 
Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep ; 
And, like a prince of boundlefs int'refts there. 
Still moft ambitious of the moft remote; 
To look on trutt unbroken, and entire ; 
Truth in the fyftem, the full orb; where truths 
By truths enlighten'd, and fuftain*d, afford 
An arch-like, ftrong foundation, to fupport 
Th' incumbent weight of abfolute, complete 
Conviftion ; here, the more we prefs, we ftand 
More firm; who mofl: examine moft believe. 
Parts, like half-fentences, confound ; the whole 
Conveys the fenfe, and God is underftood ; 
Who not in fragments writes to human race : 
Read his whole volume, fceptic ! then reply. 

This, this, is thinking free, a thoughf that grafps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight fcene ; 
What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundlefs orbs. 
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Of humau foul^ one day, the deftm'd range ? 
And what yon boundlefs orbs, to godlike man ? 
<rhofe numerous worlds that throng the firmament^ 
And afk more fpace in heaven, can roll at large 
In m jn's capacious thought, and flill leave room 
For ampler orbs; for new creations, there. 
Can fuch a foul contrad itfelf, to gripe 
A point of no dimenfion, of no weight ? 
It can ; it does : the world is fuch a point: 
And, of that point, how fmall a part enflaves! 

How fmall a part— of nothing, fhall I fay ? 
Why not ? — friends, our chief treafure ! how they dr<^ 
Lucia, NarciiTa fair, Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabl'd Cerberus, has op*d 
A triple mouth ; and, in an awful voice. 
Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fing. 
How the world falls to pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
What fays this tranfportation of my friends ? 
It bids me love the place where now they dwell. 
And fcorn this wretched fpot, they leave fo poor. 
Eternity's vaft ocean lies before thee ; 
There; there, Lorenzo! thy Clariffa fails. 
Give thy mind fea-room; keep it wide of earth. 
That rock of fouls immortal ; cut thy cord; 
Weigh anchor; fpread thy fails ; call ev'ry wind ; 
Eye thy great pole-ftar ; make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has double-natur'd man, 
And two of death ; the laft far more fevcre, 
Life animal is nurtured by the fun ; 
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tThrives on his bounties^ triumphs iti his beams* 
Life radonal fubiifts on higher food, 
Ttiomphant in his beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that fun, and are left bjr this^ 
(The fate of all who die in fiubborn guilt) 
'Tis utter darknefs; ftridiily double death* 
We fink by no judicial ftroke of heaveUj 
But nature's courfe; aS fure as plumbets fall* 
Since God, or man, muft alter, ere they meet» 
(Since light and darknefs blend not in One fphere,) 
'Tis manifeft, Lorenzo! who mufl: change. 

If, then, that double death (hoiild prove thy lo^ 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity ; 
Man (hall be blefti as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heav'n arms 
With an illuftrious, but tremendous, power 
To counter-a£l its own moft gracious ends ; 
And this, of ftridl neceffity, not chdice ; 
That pow'r deny'd^ men, angels, were no more# 
But paifive engines, void of praife, or blame« 
A nature rational implies the power 
Of being bleft, or wi'etched, as we pleafe; 
Elfe idle reafon would have nought to do; 
And he that Would be barr'd capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of blifs. 
Heav'n wills our hap{)inefs, allows our doom ; 
Invites us ardently, but not compels ; % 

Heav'n but perfuades, almighty man decrees ; 
Man is the maker of immortal fates. 
Man falls by man, if finally he falls ; 
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And fall he mnfl:, who learns from death alone^ 
The dreadful fecret, — that he lives for ever. 

Why this to thee? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
Of fecond .life ? but wherefore doubtful ftill i 
Eternal life is nature's ardent wifh : 
What ardently we wifh, we foon believe: 
Thy tardy faith declares that wilh deftroy'd : 
What has deftroy'd it?— ^Shall I tell thee, what? 
When fear'd the future, 'tis no longer wifht 5 
And, when un wifht, we flrive to difbelieve. 
* Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.' 
Nor ii^t the fole detection ! blufh, Lorenzo ! 
Blufh for hypocrify, if not for guilt. 
The future fear'd ? — an infidel, and fear ? 
Fear what ? a dream ? a fable ?— *How thy dread, 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore flrong. 
Affords my caufe an undefign'd fupport? 
How difbelief affirms, what it denies ? 
« It, unawares, afTerts immortal life/ — 
Surprifing! infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confefSon of our finst 
Apoflates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clafh no morej 
Nor longer a tranfparent vizor wear. 
Think'ft thou, religion only has her mafk ? 
Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites. 
Pretend the worit, and, at the bottom, fail. 
When vifited by thought (thought will intrude) 
Like him they ferve, they tremble, and believe. 
Is there hypocrify fo foul as this? 
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So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 
What deteftation, what contempt, their due ! 
jlSd^i^f unpaid, be thank'd for their efcape 
That Chriftian candour they ftrirehard to fcorn. 
If not for that afylum, they might find 
A hell on earth ; nor 'fcape a worfe below. 

With infolencei and impotence of thought, 
Inftead of racking fancy, to refute. 
Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy. — 
But fhall 1 dare confefs the dire refult? 
Can thy proud reafon brook fo black a brand ? 
From purer manners, to fublimer faith. 
Is nature's unavoidable afcent ; 
An honeft deift, where the gofpel fhincs, 
MaturM to nobler, in the Chriftian ends. 
When that bleft change arrivesj e'en caft afide 
This fong fuperfluous; life immortal ftrikes 
Conviflion, in a flood of light divine. ' 

A Chriftian dwells, like ^ Uriel, in the fun; 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight; 
And ardent hope anticipates the ikies. 
Of that bright fun, Lorenzo ! fcale the fphere ; 
'Tis eafy ; it invites thee ; it defcends 
From hcav*n to woo, and waft thee whence it came: 
Read and revere the facred page ; a page 
Where triumphs immortality ; a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce ; r % 

Which not the conflagration (hall deftroy ; 
In nature's ruins not one letter loft: 

• Milton. 
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*Tis printed in the mind of gods for ctcr. 

In proud difdain of what e'en gods adore, ^ 

Boil fmile ? — pioor wretch ! thy guardian angel Vi^tlf^ 
Angels, and men, aflent to what 1 fing ; . *^ 

Wits fmile, and thank me fdr rjij midnight dreaitf* 
How vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain ! 
iParts pu(h us oil to pride, and prtd^ to ihame ; 
Pert infidelity is wit's cockade. 
To grace the brazen brow that btaves the fE^iesi 
By lofs of being, dreadfully fecur^^ 
Lorenzo ! if thy do£lrine wins the day. 
And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field i 
If this is all, if earth a final fcene. 
Take heed ; fland fail ; be fure to be a knave ; 
A knave in grain ! ne'er deviate to the right : 
Shouldft thou be good— how infinite thy lofs ! 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain. 
Bleft fcheme! which life deprives of comfort, death 
Of hope; and which Vice only, recommends. 
If fo; where, infidels! your bait thrown out 
To catch weak converts i where your lofty boaft 
Of zeal for virtue, and of loVe to man ? 
Annihilation ! I confefs, in thcfe* 

What can reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound 
Philofophers the converts of a fong? 
Yet know, its * title flatters you, not me ; 
Yours be the praifc to make my title good; 
Mine, to blcfs heav'n, and triumph in your praife^ 
But fmcc fo peftilential your difeafe, 

• The Infidel rcclainwd. 
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Tho' fov'rcign is the med'dne I prcfcribc* 
As yet, I'll neither triamph, tor defpair : 

^ISut hope, ere long, mj midnight dream will wake 
Your hearts^ and teach jrour wifdom-^to be wife: 
For why fhould fouh immortal, made for blifs. 
E'er wifh(and wifh in vain!) that fouls could die? 
What ne'er can die, oh! grant to live; and crown 
iThe wi{h, and aim, and labour of the fkies ; 
Increafe, and enter on thejoysof heateti: 
iThus ihall my title pafs a facred fealj 
Receive an imprimatur from aboVCi 
While angels fliout^~* An infidel re'clainiMP 
Toclofe, Lorenzo ! fpite of all my pains. 
Still feems it ftrange, that thou Ihouldft live for SYerf 
h h lefs ftrange, that thou ihouldft live at all? 
This is a miracle; and that no more. 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 
Deny thou art: then, doubt if thou ftialt hti 
A miracle with miracles inclofsM, 
h taTAt and ftarts his faith at what is ftrakige f 
What lefs than wonders, frx)m th6 wonderful ^ 
What lefs than miracles, from 60D, can flow? 
Admit a God — that myftery fupreme! 

» That caufe uncausMi all other wonders ccafe j 
Nothing Is martellous for him td do: 
Deny him — all is myfter^ befides } 
Millions of niyfteries! each darker far. 
Than that thy wifdom would, unwifely, ftinn. 
If weak thy faith, why chufe the harder fide ? 
We nothing know, but what is marvellous ; 

P 
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Yet what is marvellousy we can^t believe# 
So weak our reafon^ and fo gteat our GoxX| 
What moft furprifes in the facred page. 
Or full as ftrange, or ftranger, mud be true. 
Faith is not reafon's labour, but repofe. 

To faith, and virtue, why fo backward man ? 
From hence : — the prefent ftrongly ftrikcs us all i 
The future, faintly: can we, then, be men? 
If men, LoR£Nzo ! the reverfe is right. 
Reafon is man's peculiar: fenfe, the brute's. 
The prefent is the fcanty realm of fenfe ; 
The future, reafon's empire unconfinM : 
On that expending all her godlike pow'r. 
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphSi there i 
There, builds her bleifings ! there, experts her pra^, 
And nothing afks of fortune, oc of men. 
And what is reafon ? Be flie, thus, dcfin'd j 
Reafon is upright ftature in the foul. 
Oh! be a man ; — -and ftrive to be a god. 

* For what? (thou fay*ft:) to damp the joys of life 
No; to give heart and fubftance to thy joys. 
That tyrant, hope j mark, how flie domineers; 
She bids us quit realities, for dreams ; 
Safety, and peace, for hazard, and alarm ; 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the foul. 
She bids ambition quit its taken prize. 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it fits^ 
Tho' bearing crowns, to fpring at diftant game ; 
And plunge in toils and dangers — for repofe. 
If hope precarious, and of things, when gain'd. 
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Of little moment, and«is little ftay^ 
Can fweetcn toils and dangers into joys; 
What then, that hdpe, which nothing can defeat. 
Our leave unafkM? rich hope df bbundlefs blifs! 
Blifs, paft man's pow'r to paint it ; time's, to clofe ! 

This hope is earth's moft cftimable prize: 
This is man's portion, while no more thaii manj 
Hope, of all paifions^ mofl befriends lis here; 
Paflions of prouder name befrieiid us lefs. 
joy has her tears ; and tratifport has her death i 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho' ftrong, 
Man's heart, at once, infpirits, and ferenes ; 
Nor makes him pay his wifdom for his joys; 
?Tis all^ our ptcfcnt ftate can fafely bear. 
Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind! 
A joy attempered! a chaftisM delight ! / 

Like the fair fummer-ev*ning> mild, and fweet! 
*Tis man's full cup 5 his paradife below! 

A bleft hereafter, then, or hop'd, or gain'd. 
Is all ;— -our whole of happinefs : full proof, 
I chofc no trivial or inglorious theme. 
And know, ye foes to fong! (well-^meaning men, 
Tho' quite forgotten * half your Bible's praife!) 
Important truths, in fpite of verfe, may plcafe : 
Grave minds you praife ; nor can you praife too much : 
If there is weight in an eternity. 
Let the grave liften; — and be graver ftill. 

* The poetical parts of it. 
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AND has all nature, then, efpousM my part ? 
lEiave I brib*d heav'ni and eartb, to plead agatnft thee? 
And is thy foul immortal? — What remains? 
All, all, Lorenzo; make immortal, bleft. 
Unbleft immortals! what can ihock us more? 
And yet Lorenzo (till affefls the world; 
There, flows his treafure ; thence, his title draws, 
^ Man of the world!' (for fuch wouldft thou be called) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious ftyle i 
Proud of reproach? for a reproach it was. 
In ancient days ; and Chriftian,-^in an age, 
When men were men, aad not afham'd of heay'q, 
Fir*d their ambition, as it crownM their joy. 
Sprinkled with 4cws from the Caflalian font. 
Fain wou'd I re^^baptize thee, and confer 
A purer fpirit, and a nobler name* 

Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflam-d. 
Point out my path, and diftate to my fong ; 
To thee, the world how fair ! how ftrongly ftrikes 
Ambition! and gay pleafure ftroqger ftill! 
Thy triple banc! the triple bolt, that lays 
Thy virtue dead ! be thefe my triple thcwp ; 

P4 
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Nor (hall thj wit, or wifdomi be forgot. 

Common the tbeine ; not fo the fong } if (he; 
My fong invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe^ 
If fht diflblves, the man of earth, at once. 
Starts from his trance, and fighs for other fcenesi 
Scenes, where thefc fparks of night, thefe ftars, Qj^ 

fliine 
Unnumbcr'd funs (for all things, as they arCj^ 
The bleft behold ;) and, in one glory, pour 
Their blended blaze on man's aftonifht fight i 
A blaze, — the lead illuftrious objefl: there. 

Lorenzo \ fince eternal is at hand. 
To fwallow time's ambitions ; as the vaft 
Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high defcent, attainments high. 
If unattain'd our highcft ? O Lorenzo [ 
What lofty thoughts, thefe elements above, 
What lowering hopes, what fallies from the 6ir^ 
What grand furveys of deftiny divine. 
And pompous prefage of unf athomM fate. 
Should roll in bofoms, where a fprrit burns. 
Bound for eternity! in bofoms read 
By him, who foibks in archangek fees! 
On human hearts he bends a jealous eye. 
And marks, and in heav'n's regrfter inrolk. 
The rife, and progrefs, of each option there j 
Sacred todoomfday! that the page unfolds. 
And fpreads us to the gaze of gods and me^^ 
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And what an option, O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
This world I and this, unrivailM by the skies ! 
A world, where luft of pleafure, grandeur, gold. 
Three daemons that divide its realms between them^ 
With ftrokes alternate buffet to and fro 
)Man's reftlefs heart, their fport, their flying ball ; 
Till, with the giddy cirele, fick, and tir-d. 
It pants for peaoe, and drops into defpair» 
3uch is the world Lorenzo fets abote 
That glorious promife angels were efteem*d 
Too mean to bring : a promife, their ador'd 
Defcended to communicate, and prefs. 
By counfel, miracle, life, death, on mam 
Such is the world Lorenzo's wifdom wooes, 
And on its thorn7 pillow feeks repofe ; 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill-prepar*d. 
Intoxicates, but not compofes; fills 
The vifionary mind with gay chimeras. 
All the wild traih of fleep, without the reft; 
What unfeign 'd travel, and what dreams of joy! 

How frail, men, things! how momentary, both! 
Fantaftic chace, of (hadows bunting (hades! ' 

The gay, the bufy, equal, tho* unlike; 
Equal in wifdom, diflFerently wife ! 
Thro' flow'ry meadows, and thro* dreary waftes. 
One buftling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thought, 
Betrays fome fecret, that throws new reproach 
pn life, and makes him fick of feeing more* 
flje fceRcs of bus^ncfs tell us—* what arc mcp 5* 
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The fcenes of pleafare — ^ what isjaU befide:' 
There, others we defpifi^ and here oorfcWei* 
Amid difguft eternal, dwells delight f 
Tis approbation ftrikes the ftring oE joy* 

What wond'rous pri;^e has kindled this career^' 
Stuns with the din» and choaks us with the dufl. 
On life's gay ftage, one inch above the grave? 
The proud run up and down in quefl of eyes ; 
The fenfual, in purfuit of fometbing worfe : 
The grave, of gold; the politic^ of power; 
And all, of other butterflies, as vain! 
As eddies draw things frivolous^ and light. 
How is man's hgart by vanity drawn in ; 
On the fwift circle of returning toys. 
Whirled, flraw-like, round and round, and then ifl 

gulph'd. 
Where gay delafion darkens to defpair ! 

' This is a beaten track.' — Is this a track 
Should not be beaten? never beat enough. 
Till enough learnt the truths it would iofpire. 
Shall truth be filent^ becaufe folly frowns? 
Turn the worlds hiftory ; what find we there. 
But fortune's fports, or nature's cruel claims. 
Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge, 
And endlefs inhumanities on man ? 
Fame's trumpet feldom founds, but, like the knell| 
It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows 
Man's mifadventures round the lifl:*ning world! 
Man is the tale of narrative old Time; 
S?d tale; which high as Paradife begins; 
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As if, the toil of tr^Ttl to delude^ 
From ftage to ftage, in his eternal round, 
The days> his daughters, as they fpin otrr hours 
On for tuners wheel, where accident unthought 
Oft, in a moment, fnaps life's ftrongeft thread. 
Each, in her turn, foiftc oragiic ftory tells. 
With, now«^an4'-thcn, a wretched farce between ; 
And fills his chronicle with human woes. 

Time's daughters, true as thofe of men, deceive Wf 
Not one, but puts fome cheat on all mankind: 
While in their fatJaer's bofom, not y«t ours. 
They flatter our fond hopes ; wd promife much 
Of amiable ; buc hold him not o*erwife,- 
Who dares to trnft them ; and laugh round the yeaf^i 
At flill-confiding, {EiUnconfounded, man. 
Confiding, tho* confounded 9 hoping on, 
Untaught by ttial, unconvinc'd by proof. 
And ever locking for the never-feen. 
Life to the laft, like hardened fekji»s, lyesj 
Nor owns itfelf a cheat, till it expires* 
Its little jdys go out by one and one. 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfed night ; 
Night darker, than what, now, involves the pole. 
^ O Tuot, who doft permit thefe ills to fall, 
|ior gracious ends, and wouldft that man ihould monm! 
P THOU, whofe hands this goodly fabric framed. 
Who know -ft it beft,^and wouldft that man fliould know! 
What is this fublunary world ? A vapour ; 
A vapour all it holds; itfelf, a vapour, 
Frpm the damp bed of chaps^ by thy bcan^ 
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£xhal^d» ordainM to fwim its deflin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and difappear* 
Earth's days are numbered, nor remote her doom ] 
As mortal, tho' lefs tranfient, than her fons ; 
Tet they doat on her, as the world apd they 
Were both eternal, folid; Thou, a dream. 

They doat, on what ? immortal views apart, 
A region of outfides! a land of ihadows! 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promifes I 
A wildemefs of joys ! perplexM with doubts. 
And (harp with thorns ! a troubled ocean, fpreac) 
With bold adventurers, their all on board ; 
No fecond hope, if here their fortune f rovms $ 
Frown foon it muft. Of various rates they fail. 
Of enfigns various; all alike in this. 
All refllefs, anxious ; toft with hopes, and fears. 
In calmeft ikies ; obnoxious all to ftorm ; 
And ftormy the moft general blaft of life: 
All bound fpr happinefs ; yet few provide 
The chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies i 
Or virtue's helm, tp fhape the courfe defign'd : 
All, more or lefs, capricious fate lament. 
Now lifted by the tide, and now reforb'd. 
And farther from their wiflies, than before 2 
All, more or lefs, againfl: each other dafh. 
To mutual hurt, by gufts of paffion driven, 
And fufF'ring more from folly, than from fate^ 

Ocean! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man! 
peath's capitalj where mqft he dpmineerS| 
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With all his chofen terrors fro\ming roand^ 
[Th6' lately feafted high at ^ Albion's coft) 
Wide-op'oiDg, and loud-roaring ftill for more! 
Too faithful faiirror ! how doft thou fefleA 
iThe melancholy face of human life! 
The ftrong refemblance tempts me farther ftill ) 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ftruck 
By moral truth, in fuch a mirror feeuj 
Which nature holds for ever at her eyea 

Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope^ 
When young, with fanguine cheap, and ftreamers gay^ 
We cut our cable, launch into the world. 
And fondly dream each wind and ftar our friend { 
All, in fome darling em^rize embarktx 
But whdre is he can fathom its event ? 
Amid a multitude of artlefs hands. 
Ruin's fure pcrquifitc! her lawful prize! 
Some fteer aright ; but the black blaft bloWs hard^ 
And puffs them wide of hope: with heai^s of proofs 
Full againfl wind and tide, fome win their way; 
And when flrong efibrt has defervM the port^ 
And tugg*d it into view, 'tis won! 'tis loft ! 
rho' ftrong their oar, ftill ftronger is their fate : 
Fhey ftrike ; and, while they triumph, they expire* 
IjD ftrefs of weather, moft ; fome fink outright ; 
D'er them, ^d o'er their names, the billows clofe i 
Fo-morrow knows not they were ever bom. 
Dthers a fliort memorial leave behind. 
Like a flag floating, when the bark's ingulph'd } 

* Admiral Baichcn, Scd 
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It floats a mdment^ and is feen no more; 
One Caefar lives; athoNifand are forgot* 
How feW| beneath aufpicious planets bonif 
(Darlings of providetice! fond fate's eled!) 
With fwelling fails make good the promisM por^ 
With all their wiihes freighted ! f et ev'n thefe. 
Freighted with all their wiihes, foon complain ; 
Free from misfortune, not from nature frce^ 
They flill are men; and when is man fecure? 
As fatal timei as ftorm 1 the ruih of years 
Beats down their ftrength ; their numberlefs efcapei 
In ruin end : and ti6W| their proud fiiccefs 
But plants new terfots on the vidor't brow: 
What pain to quit the world, jiift made their owh^ 
Their neft fo deeply downed, and built fo high I 
Too low they build, who biiild beneath the flars« 

Woe then apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man,) and fortune at our nod. 
The gay! rich! great! triumphant! and^uguft! 
What are they ? — the moft happy (ftrange to fay !) 
Convince me moft of human mifcry : 
What are they? — Smiling wretches of to-morrow! 
More wretched, then, than e'er their flave can be j 
Their treach'rous blcfSngs, at the day of need. 
Like other faithlefs friends, unmalk, and fting: 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth! 
What aggravated impotence in power! 
High titles, then, what infult of their pain! 
If that fole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Immortal hope! defies not the rude ftorm, 
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Takes comfort: from the foaming billow's rage^ 
And makes a \(^elcome harbour cf the tomb* 
This is a /ketch of what thy foul admires I 

* But here (thou fayft) the miferies of life 
^ Are huddled in a group. A more diftindt 

• Survey^ perjiaps, might bring thee better news/ 
Look on life's flages; they fpeak plainer ftill; 
The plainer they> the deeper wilt thou iiglu 
Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 

The bed that can befal the beft on earth; 
The boy has virtue by his mother's fide : 
Yes^ on Florelio k>ok: a father's heart 
Is tender, tho^ the man's is made of ftode t 
The truth, thro' fuch st medium feen^ may mako 
impreifion deep, and fondnefs prove thy friend. 

Florello lately caft on this rude coaft 
A helplefs infant; now a heedlefs child ; 
To poor Clarifla's throes^ thy care fucceeds ; 
Care full of^ove, and yet fevere as hate ! 
O'er thy foul's joy how oft thy fondnefs frowns! 
Needful auflerities his will reftrain; 
As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm^ 
As yet, his reafon caitnot go alone ; 
But aiks a fterner nurfe to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrify'd t 
The blufh of morning, in his cheek, turns pale i 
Its pearly due-drop trembles in his eye ; 
His harmlefs eye! and drowns an angel there. 
Ah ! "what avails his innocence ? the talk 
Injoin'd mud difcipUnc his early powers; 
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He learns to figh, ere he is known to fin ; 
6uiltlefs> and fad! a wretch before the fall! 
How cruel this! more cruel to forbear. 
Our nature fucb, with neceflary pains. 
We purchafe profpedb of precarious peace : 
Tho' not a father, this might (teal a figh. 

Suppofe him difciplin'd aright (if not^ 
^Twill fink our poor account to poorer ftill ;) -^ 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty. 
He leaps inclofure, bounds into the world ; 
The world is taken, after ten years toil^ 
Like ancient Troy ; and all its joys his own# 
Alas ! the world's a tutor more fevere ; 
Its leflbns hard, and ill deferte his pains } 
Unteaching all his virtuous nature taught^ 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates!) infpir'd^ 

For who receives him into public life i 
Men of the world, the tcrrse-filial breeds 
Welcome the modcft ftranger to their fphere> 
(Which glitterM long, at diftance, in his fight) 
And, in their hofpitable arms, inclofe : 
Men, who think nought fo ftrong of the romancei 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend : 
Men, that ad up to reafon's golden rule^ 
All weaknefs of affeAion quite fubdu'd : 
Men, that would blu(h at being thought fincefe^ 
And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well i 
As if, to them, vice (hone her own reward* 

iK)renzo! canft thou bear a ihocking fight f 
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Stich, for FTorelld's fake, 'twill now appear 2 

Sec, the ftccl'd files of fcafon'd veterans. 

Trained to the wbrld, in burnifii'd faKhood bright^ 

iDeep in the fatal ftratagems of peace ; 

All foft fenfatioQ, in the throng, rubbM off; 

All their keen pnrpofe^ in politenefs iheath'd{ 

His friends etefnal— during interefl ; 

His foes implacable — when worth their while} 

At war with ev'ry welfare, but their own j^ 

As wife ai Lucifer; and half as good ; 

And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain-^ 

Naked, through thefe (fo common fate ordains) 

Naked of heart, his cruel courfe he runs> 

Stung out of all, rnofl: amiable in life. 

Prompt truth, and open thought, and fmiles unfeigned) 

Affedlion, as his fpecies, wide diffusM ; 

^oble prefumptions to mankind's renown; 

Ingenuoui tirtkft, and confidence of love. 

Thefe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
"Will coft him many a figh ; till time, and pains, 
1?rom the flow miftrefs of this fchool, ExperiencCj 
And htt afiiftant, paufingi pale, Diftruft^ 
Purchafc a dear-bought clue to lead his youth 
Thro' ferpentine obliquities of life. 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts* 
And happy ! if the clue (hall come fo cheap ; 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilty 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too. 
If lefs than heavenly virtue is our guards 
Thus, a ft range kind of cur ft neceffity 
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Brings down tbe fterling temper of his ibol. 
By bafe alloyy to bear the current ftamp^ 
Below caird wifdom ; finks him into fafety } 
And brands him into credit with the world ; 
Where fpecious titles dignify difgrace» 
And nature's injuries are arts of life ; 
Where brighter reafon prompts to bolder crimes ; 
And heavenly talents make infernal hearts ; 
That unfurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiayel ! who laboured hard his plan. 
Forgot, that genius need not go to fchool ; 
Forgpt> that man, without a tutor wife^ 
His plan had pra6tis*d, long before 'twas writ. 
The world's all title-page, there's no contents ; 
The workl's all face ; the man who fhews his hcartf 
Is whooted for his nuditiesi and fcorn'd. 
A man I knew, who liv'd upon a fmile ; 
And well it fed him; he look'd plump and fair ; 
While rankcft venom foam'd through every vein. 
Lorenzo! what I tell thee, take not ill! 
Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry fool alive ; 
And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 
To fuch proficients thou art half a faint. 
In foreign realms (for thou haft travelled far) 
How curious to contemplate two ftate-rooks. 
Studious their nefts to feather in a trice, 
With all the necromantics of their art. 
Playing the game of faces on each other, 
Making court fweet-meats of their latent gall. 
In fooliih hope, to fteal each other's truft ; 
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loth cheating, both exulting, both decer? *d ; 
ind, fometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone! 
*heir parts we doubt not ; but be that their (hame j 
hall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 
toop to mean wiles, that would difgrate a fool ? 
Lnd lofe the thanks of thofe few friends they fcrre P 
or who can thank the man, he cannot fee t 

Why fo much cover f it defeats itfdf. 
e, that know all things! know ye not, men^s hearts 
je therefore known, becaufe they arc conceaPd ? 
or why conccalM ?-— the caufe they need not tcH. 
give him joy, that's aukward at a lie ; 
SThofe feeble nature truth keeps (till in awe ; 
[is incapacity is his renown. 
Hs great, 'tis manly, to diidain difgulfe $ 
: (hews our fpirit, or it proves our ftrength. 
'hou fay*ft, 'tis needful : is it therefore right? 
[owe'er, I grant it fome fmall fign of grac«, 
^o ftrain at an excufe: and wouldft thou then 
fcape that cruel need f thou ntay 'ft, with eafe ; 
^hink uo poft needful that demands a knave» 
Vhen late our civil helm was (hifting hands, 
o P-— — thought: think better, if you can. 

But this, how rare! the public path of life 
8 dirty : — ^yet, allow that dirt its due, 
t makes the noble mind more noble ftill: 
The world's no neuter ; it will wound, or favc: 
)ur virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
Tou fay ; the world, well-known, will make a man : 
[*hc world, well-known, will give our hearts to heav'n^ 
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Or make oi daemonti long before we die* 

To ihew bow fair the world, thy miftrelti fbint§$ 
Take either part, fure ills attend the choice | 
Sore, though not equal, detriment enfues. 
Not ▼irtue'f felf is deifyM on earth { 
Virtue hat her relapfet> conflifts, foes i 
Foei, that ne*er fail to make her feel their hate# 
Virtue hal her peculiar fet of paint. 
True ; friends to tirtue, laft, and leaft, complain f 
But if they figh, can others hope to fmile? 
If wifJom has her mtferies to mourn, 
How can poor folly lead a happy life I 
And if both fuffer, what has earth to boaft. 
Where he moft happy, who theleaft laments? 
Where much, much patience, the moft enyy*d fttt^ ' 
And fome forgivenefs, needs, the beft of friends? 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher^ 
Of neither (hall he find the (hadow here. 

The world's fwom advocate, without a fee, 
Lorenzo fmartly, with a fmilc, replies; 
^ Thus far thy fong is right; and all inuft own, 

• Virtue has her peculiar fet of pains — 

• And joys peculiar who to vice denies? 

• If vice it is, with nature to comply: 
« If pride, and fenfe, are fo predominant, 
« To check, not overcome, them, makes a fatnt, 
' Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
« Pleafure, and glory, the chief gooil of man ?^ 

Can pride, and fcnfuality, rejoice? 
From purity of thought, all pleafure fprings j 
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And, from ao humble fpiriti all our peace. 
Ambition, pleafure ! let us talk of thefe : 
Of thefe, the Porch, aod Academy, talk'd ; 
Of thefe, e^ch following age had much to fay ;^ 
Tet unexhaufled, ftill, the needful theme* 
"Who talks of thefe, to mankind all at once 
^e talks,. for where the faint from either free? 
Are thefe thy refuge? — no; thefe ru(h upon thee; 
Thy vitals fcize, and, vulture-like, devour: 
I'll try, if 1 can pluck thee from thy rock, 
f rometheus! from this barren ball of earth ; 
If reafon can unchaio thee, thou art free. 

And, firft, thy Caucafus, ambition calls ; 
Blountaiu of torments ! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes! and courted through miftake! 
TTis not ambition charms thee ; 'tis a cheat 
^ill make thee ftart, as H— — : at his Moor. 
I)oefl grafp at greatnefs? Firft, know what it is; 
Think'ft thou thy greatnefs in diftin£kion lies? 
iTot in the feat her 9 w^ve it e'er fo high, 
2By fortune ftuck, to mark us from the throng. 
Is glory lodg'd: ?tis lodgM in the reverfe; 
In that which joins, in that which equals, all. 
The monarch, and his flaye ;^— ^ A deathlefs foul,^ 
* Unbounded profpe^l, and immortal kiu, 
^ A Father God, and brothers in the Ikies;* 
£ld);r, indeed, in time ; but lefs remote 
In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man ; ^ 
Why greater what can fall, than what can rife^ 

}f ftill deliriousj ^ow^ Lprenzo! go; 

^3 ' 
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And with thy folNbloWQ brothers of die world. 
Throw fcom aroond thee ; caft it on thy flaves 9 
Thy flaves, and equals: bow fcorn caft on them^ 
Rebounds on thee ! if man is mean^ as man. 
Art thou a god f If fortune makes him fo. 
Beware the confequence : a maxim that. 
Which draws a monftrous pi£hire of mankind,, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is loft; 
Externals fluttering, and the foul forgot. 
Thy grcateft glory, when difpos'd to boaft, 
Boaft that aloud, in which thy fervants ihare* 
We wifely ftrip the fteed we mean to buy; 
Judge we, in their caparifons, of men ? 
It nought avails thee, where, but what^ tboo art j 
All the diftindions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. [crte 

When, through death's ftreights, earth's fubtle fcrpci 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree. 
They leave their party colour'd robe behind. 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen crefts, and hifs at us below. 
Of fortune's fucus ftrip them, yet alive; 
Strip them of body, too ; nay, clofer ftill. 
Away with all, but moral, in their minds; 
And let, what then remains, impofe their name. 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy ; great, or mean. 
How mean that fnuiF of glory fortune lights. 
And death puts out! Doft thou demand a teft| 
A teft, at once ipfalliblej and fliorti 
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Of real greatnefs? that maa greatly lives. 
Whatever his fate, or fam^, who greatly dies ; 
High-flu(hM with hope, where heroes (hall defpair* 
If this a true criterioo, many courts, 
lUuftrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th' Almighty, from his throne, on earth furveys 
Nought greater, than an honeft, humble heart ; 
An humble heart, his reildence! pronounced 
His fecond feat ; and rival to the ikies. 
The private path, the fecret a£ts of men. 
If noble, far the nobleft of our lives! 
How far above Lorenzo's glory fits 
Th' illuftrious raaftcrvof a name unknown ; 
Whofe worth unrivall'd, and unwitnefs'd, loves 
Life's facred (hades, where gods converfe with men; 
And peace, beyond the world's concepdon, fmiles! 
.As thou! (now dark,) before we part, (halt fee. 

But thy great foul this fkulking, glory fcorns. 
Lorenzo's (ick, but when Lorenzo's feen ; 
And, when he (hrugs at public bufmefs, lyes. 
Deny'd the public eye, the public voice. 
As if he liv'd on others breath, he dies.' 
Fain would he make the world his pedeftal ; 
Mankind the gazers, the fole figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praife againft their will. 
And mix as much detradion as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithlefs fame her whifper has. 
As well as trumpet ? that his vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing all ? 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praife, 

0.4 
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Or, from an itch more fordid, Yfhtn he MneSj^ 
Taking bis countrjr by five-hundred cars, ■ 
Senates at once admire him, and defpife, 
With modeft laughter lining loud applaufe, 
Which makes the (mile more mortal to his fame? 
His fame, which (like the mighty Gaefar,) crownM 
With laurels, in full fenate, greatly falls, 
By fecming^ friends, that honour, and deftroy. 
We rife in glory, as we fink in pride: 
Where boafting ends, there dignity begins: 
And yet, miftaken beyond all miftake. 
The blind Lorenzo's proud ! — of being proud ^ 
And dreams' himfelf afcending in his fall. 
- An eminence, though fancy *d, turns the brain ^ 
All vice wants hellebore ; but of all vice. 
Pride loudeft calls, and for the largeft bowl; 
Becaufe, all other vice unlike, it flies. 
In faft, the point, in fancy mod purfuM. 
Who court applaufe, oblige the world in this j 
They gratify man's paffion to refufe* 
Superior honour, when affum-d, is lofl ; 
Ev*n good men turn banditti, and rejoice. 
Like Kouli-Khan, in plunder of the proud. 

Though foraewhat diftoncerted, fteady ftill 
To the world's caufe, with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo cries — ^ Be, then, ambition caft ; 

• Ambition's dearer far ftands unimpcach'd, 

• Gay pleafure! proud ambition is her flive j 

• For her, he foars at great, and hazards ill ; 

« For hcr;j he fights, and bleeds, pr pvercpmcs; 
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* And pares his way» with crowns, to reach her ftnile : 
^ Who can reHft her charms P'—^Or, fhould f Lorenzo! 
What mortal Ihall rcfift, where angels yield i 
Pleafure's the miftreis of ethereal powers ; 
For her contend the rival gods above ; 
Fleafure's the mifti'efs of the world below; 
And well it is for man, that pleafure charms : 
How would all ftagnate, but for pleafure's ray ! 
How would the frozen ftream of a&ion ceafe ! 
What is the polfe of this fo bufy world f 
"i, <ilove of pleafure: that, through ev'ry vein. 
Throws motion, warmth ; and (huts out death from life, 

Though various are the tempers of mankind^ 
^leafure's gay family holds all in chains: 
Some mod afFed the black ; and fome, the fair ; 
Some honed: pleafure court ; and fome, obfcene. 
Pleafures obfcene are various, as the throng 
Of paiEoQs, that can err in human hearts ; 
Miftake their objefts, or tranfgrefs their bounds. 
Think you there's but one whoredom! whoredom, all^ 
But when our reafon licenfes delight. 
Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? thou (halt doubt no more. 
Thy father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common harlot, in the dark; 

A rank adulterer with others gold; 

» » 

And that hag, vengeance, in a corner, charms. 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love. 
Where horrid Epicures debauch in blood. 
Whatever the motive, pleafure is the mark : 
Fgf l^er^ the black af ai&n draws his fword { 
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' For heri dark ftatefmen trim their midnight Iamp». 
To which no lingl6 facrifice may fall ; 
For her the faint abftains ; the mifer flarves ; 
The Stoic proud, for pleafure, pleafure fcorn'd ; 
For her, afflidion's daughters grief indulgCj 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears ; 
For her, guilt, ihame, toil, danger we defy ; 
And,^with an aim yoluptuous, ruih on death. 
Thus univerfal her defpotic power* 

And as her empire wide, her praife is juil. 
Patron of pleafure! doater on delight! 
I am thy rival ; pleafure I profefs ; 
Pleafure the purpofe of my gloomy fong. 
Pleafure is nought but virtue's gayer name: 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her worth too low; 
Virtue the root, and pleafure is the flower; 
And honeft Epicurus* foes were fools. 

But this founds harfh, and gives the wife offence; 
If o'erftrain'd wifdom {till retains the name. 
How knits aufterity her cloudy brow. 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous^ the praife 
Of pleafure, to mankind, unprais'd, too dear! 
Ye modern Stoics! hear my foft reply; 
Their fenfes men will truft: we can't impofe; 
Or, if we could, is impofition right ? 
Own honey fweet : but, owning, add this fling ; 
* When mixt with poifon, it is deadly too.* 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue to be prais'd, as good? 
Why then is health preferrM before difcafc*^ 



NIGHT THE EIGHTH. %^i 

What nature lo? et is good, without oar leave. 
And where no foture drawbiick cries, f Beware;* 
Pleafure, though not from virtue, iQionld prevail. 
'Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven ; . 
How cold our thanks for bounties uuen}oy*d ! 
The love of pleafure is man's elde(t:-b<Mii, 
Born in bis cradle, living to his tomb; 
Wifdom, her younger iifter, though more grave^ 
Was meant to minifter, and not to mar. 
Imperial pleafure, queen of human hearts. 
Lorenzo! thou, her majefty's renown*d. 
Though uncoifc, counfel, learned in the world! 
Who tbxnk'ft thyfelf a Murray, with difdain 
May 'ft look on me. Tet, my Demofthenes! 
Canft thou plead pleafure's caufe as well as I? 
Enow'ft thou her nature, purpofe, parentage? 
Attend my fong, and thou fhalt know them all ; 
And know thyfdf, and know thyfelf to be 
(Strange truth !) the moft abftemious man alive*^ 
Tell not Califta ; (he will laugh thee dead ; 
Or fend thee to her hermitage with L— . 
Abfurd prefumption! thou, who never knew*ft 
A ferious thought! (halt thou dare dream of joy ? 
No man e'er found a happy life by chance: 
Or yawn'd it into being with a wilh ; 
Or, with the fnout of grov'ling appetitf , 
E'er fmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt. 
An art it is, and muft be learnt; and learnt 
With unremitting effort, or be loft ; 
And leaves us perfc^ blockheads, in our blifs* 
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The clouds may drop down tides, and eftates ; 
Wealth may feek us ; but wifdom muft be fought; 
Sought before ail $ but (how unlilce all elfe 
We feek on earth !) 'tis never fought in vain. ffeei 

YiT&, pleafnre's birth, rife, flrength and grandcnri 
Brought forth by wifdom, nurft by difcipline. 
By patience taught, by perfeverance crowned. 
She re^rs her head majeftic ; round her throne, 
Ereded in the bofom of the juft. 
Each virtue, lifted, forms her manly guard. 
For what are virtues i (formidable natne !) 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why, then, commanded i Need mankind command^ 
At once to merit, and to make, their blifs? — • 
Great legiflator! fcarce fo great, as kind! 
If men are rational, and love delight. 
Thy grs^cious law but flatters human choice ; 
In the trangreiEon lies the penalty; 
And they the moft indulge, who moft obey. 

Of pleafurc, next, the final caufc explore; 
Its mighty purpofe, its important end. 
Not to turn human brutal, but to build 
Divine on human, pleafure came from heav'n* 
In aid to reafon was the goddefs fent ; 
To call up all its ftrength by fuch a charm. 
Pleafure, firft, fuccours virtue ; in return. 
Virtue giyes pleafure an eternal reign. 
What, but the pleafure of food, friendfliip, faith. 
Supports life nat'ral, civil, and divine? 
•Tis froii; the pleafure pf rcpaft, we live; 



i7I6HT THE SIO^TH. sj) 

\Tis from the pleafure of applaufe, we pleafisi 
^Tis from the pleafure of belief » we pray; 
(All pray'r would eeafe, if unbeliey'd the prize:) 
It ferves ourfelves, our fpedes, and our God ; - 
And to ferve more, is paft the fphere of man* 
Glide, then, for ever, pleafure's facred ftream! 
Through JEden^ as Euphrates ran, it runsg 
And fofters ev^ry growth of happy life ; 
Makes a new Eden, where ir flows ; — but fuch 
As muft be loft, Lorenzo ! by thy falK 

« What mean I by thy fall ?'— -Thoul't fhortly fce^ 
While pleafure's nature is at large difpay'd ; 
Already fung her origin, and ends. 
Thofe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree. 
When pleafure violates^ 'tis then a vice, . 
And vengeance too ; it haftens into pain. 
From due refreihment, life, health, reafon, joy ; 
From wild excefs, pain, grief, diftra£tion, death ; 
Heav'n'sjuftice this proclaims, and that her love^ 
What greater evil can I wiih my foe, ' 

Than his full draught of pleafure, from a cafk 
Unbroach't by juft authority, unguag'd ? 
By temperance, by reafon unrefin'd ? 
A thoufand daemons lurk within the lee* 
Heav'n, others, and ourfelves! uninjur'd thefe. 
Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more divine; 
Angels are angels from iodulgencc there ; 
^Tis unrepenting pleafure makes a god. 

Doft think thy felf a god from other joys ? 
A viftim rather 1 (hbrtly furc to bleed. 
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The wroDgmnft mourn : can Heay'n's appointments fidl t 

Can man outwit Omnipotence f ftrike out 

A felf-wrougbt happinefs unmeant by bim 

Who made nsj and the world we would enjoy? 

Who forms an inftrument, ordains from whence 

Its diflbnance, or harmony, ihall rife. 

Heay'n bid the foul this mortal frame infpite } 

Bid yirtue's ray divine infpire the fonl 

With unprecarious flows of vital joy ; 

And^ without breathing, man as well might hope 

For Hfe, asj without piety, for peace. 

• Is virtue, then, and piety the fame?' — 
No; piety is more ; 'tis virtue's fource ; 
Mother of ev*ry worth, as that of joy. 
Men of the world this do6l:rine ill digefl; 
They fmile at piety; yet boaft aloud 
Good-will to men ; nor know they ftrivc to part 
What nature joins; and thus confute thcmfelves* 
With piety begins all good on earth ; 
'Tis the firft-born of rationality. 
Confcience, her firft law broken, wounded lies j 
Enfeebled, lifelcfs, impotent to good ; 
A feign'd afFeftion bounds her utmoft pow'r. 
Some we can't love, but for the Almighty's fake } 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man: 
Some finifter intent taints all he does; 
And, in his kindeft aftions, he's unkind. 

On piety, humanity is built; 
And, on humanity, much happinefs ; 
And yet ftill more on piety itfelf. 
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A foul id commerce witli her God, is hear^ ; 

Feels not the tumuks and the Ikodks of life ; 

The whirls of paffions, aod the ftrekes of heart* 

A Deity believ'd, is joy begun j ^ 

A Deity ador^, is joy advanc'd ; 

A Deity belov'd, is joy raatur'd. 

Each branch of piety delight in^ires ; 

Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next. 

O'er death's dark gulph^ and all its horror hides ; 

Praife, the fweet exhalation of our joy. 

That joy exalts, and makes it fweeter ftill ; 

Pray 'r ardent opens heav'n, tets down a ftream 

Of glory on the confecrated hour 

Of man> in audience with the Deity. 

Who worihips the great God, that inftant joins 

The firft in heav'n, and fets his foot on helK 

Lorenzo! when waft thou at church before? 
Thou think'ft the fervice long ; but is it juft i 
Tho' juft, unwelcome: thou hadft rather tread ^ 
Unhallow'd ground ; the mufe, to win thine ear, 
Muft take an air lefs folemn. She complies* 
Good confcience ! at the found the world retires ; 
Vcrfe difaffefts it, and Loredzo fmiles j 
Yet has flic her fcraglio full of charms; 
And fuch as age (hall heighten^ not impair. 
Art thou dejefted ? is thy mind o*ercaft ? 
Amid her fair ones, thou the faireft chufe. 
To chafe thy gloom. — ^ Go, fix fome weighty truth j 

* Chain down fome paifion ; do fome generous good ; 

* Teach ignorance to fee, or grief to fmilci 
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^ GorreA thy friend ; befiriend thy greateft foe ; 

^ Or, with warm hearty and confidence divine^ 

^ Spring upi and lay ftrong hold tin him who mad 

thee/— 
Thy gloom is fcatterM, fprightly fpirits flow^ 
Tho' witberM is thy vine, and harp unftrung. 
Doft call the bowl, the yiol, and the dance. 
Loud mirth, mad laughter? wretched comforters! 
Phyficians! more than half of thy difeafe* 
Laughter, tho* never cenfur'd yet as fin, 
(Pardon a thought that only feems fevere) 
Is half-immoral : is it much indulged ? 
By venting fpleen, or diifipating thoughts 
It (hews a fcorner, or it makes a fool ; 
And fins^ as hurting others, or ourfel ves. 
^Tis pride, or emptinefs, applies the flraw^ 
That tickles little minds to mirth eifafe; 
Of grief approaching, the portentous fign ! 
The houfe of laughter makes a houfe of wocrf 
A man triumphant is a monftrous fight ; 
A man dejeAed is a fight as mean. 
What caufe for triumph, where fuch His abound / 
What for dejcftion, where prefidcs a power. 
Who called us into being to be bleft ? 
So grieve, as confcious, grief may rife to joy } 
So joy, as confcious joy, to grief may fall. 
Moft true, a wife man never will be fad; 
But neither will fonorous, bubbling mirth^ 
A ihallow ftream of happinefs betray: 
Too happy to be fportive, he's fcrene* 
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Yet wouldft thou laugh (but at thy own expcncc,) 
This counfel ftrangc (hduld I prefurae to give — 
• Retire, and rfcad thy Bible, to be gay,* 
There truths abound of fov'reign aid to peace | 
Ah ! do not pirize them lefsj becaufe idfpir'd. 
As thou, isind thine, are apt and proud to do. 
[f not infpir'd, that pregnant page had ftood, 
Timfe'^ treafure ! and the wonder of the wife ! ^ 

Thou think'ft, perhaps, thy foul alone at ftake; 
Alas! fliould men miftake thee for a fool t — 
What man of tafte fdr genius, wifdom, truth, 
Tho' tender of thy fame, coiild interpofe ? 
Befieve me, fenfe, here, afts a double part. 
And the true critic is a Chriftian too. 

But thefe, thou think'ft, are globmy paths to joy.— 
True joy in funftiine ne'er was found at firft ; 
They, firft, themfclves offend, who greatly pleafe j 
And travel only gives us found ircpofe. 
Heav'n fells all pleafure ; effort is the price ; 
The joys of eonqueft, arc the joys of man j 
iAnd glory the viftorious laurel fpreads 
O'er pleafure's pure, perpetual, placid ftream* 

There is a time, when toil nluft be preferred. 

Or joy, by mif-tim'd fondnefs, is undone. 

^ man of pleafure is a man of pains. 

Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bleft. 

I'alfe joys j indeed, are bord from want of thought ; 

trom thought*s full bent, and energy, thctruej 

^nd that demands a mind in equal poize, 

Hemotc from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 

R 
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Much joy not only fpeaksfmall happmef$> 

But happinefs that (hortly muft expire. 

Can joy, unbottom'd in refie6Hon, ftand i 

And, in a tempeft, can refie£lion live ? 

Can joy, like thine, fecure itfelf an hour? 

Can joy, like thine^ meet accident iinihockM? 

Or ope the door to hoacfi poverty? 

Or talk with threatening death, and not turn pale ^ 

In fuch a world, and fuch a nature, thefe 

Are needful ftmdamentals of delight: 

Thefe fundamentals give deligbtindeed ; 

Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 

Delight, unfbaken, mafculine, divine ; 

A conftant, and a found, but ferrous joy* 

Is joy the daughter of fcverity ? 
It i^ : — yet far my doftrine from fevere. 

* Rejoice for ever :' it becomes a man ; 
Exalts, and fets him nearer to the gods. 

* Rejoice for ever,' Nature cries, * Rejoice/ 
And drinks to man, in her neftareous cup, 
Mixt up of delicates for every fcnfe ; 

To the great founder of the bounteous feaft^ 

Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praife 5 

And he that will not pledge her, is a churl, 

III firmly to fupport, good fully tafte, 

Is the whole fcience of felicity : 

Yet fparing pledge ; her bowl is not the beft 

Mankind can boaft. — * A rational repaft ; 

♦ Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 

• A military difcipline of thought. 
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^ To foil temptation iti the doubtful field i 

• And cvcr-wakiflg ardOr for the right/ 

*Tis thefe, firft, give, then guard, a chearful heart* 
Nought that is rights think little { Well av^are^ 
What reafon bids, God bids ; by his command 
How aggrandizM, the fihallefl thing we do 1 
'ThuSi nothing is infipid to the wife ; 
To thee, infipid all, but what is mad ; 
Joys feafdn^d high, and taftihg ftrong of guilt. 
* Mad ! (thou teply^ft, with indignation fir'd) 

• Of antient fagcs proud to tread the fteps^ 

• 1 follow natureZ-^Follow nature ftill, 

But look it be thine own : Is confcietice, then> 
Ko part of nature ? is (he-not fupreme ? 
Thou regicide ! O raife her from the dead ! 
Then, follow nature, and refetnble God* 
When, fpite ofconfcience^ pleafureis purfu'd> 
Man's nature is unnaturalljr pleasM : 
And what's unnatural, is painfiil tod 
At intervals, and muft difguft eT.'n thee! 
The fafl: thou know'ft; but not, perhaps, the caufe. 
Virtue's foundations with the world's were laid ; 
Heav'n mixt her with out make, and twifted clofe 
Her facred int'refts with the firings of life* 
Who breaks her aweful mandate, (hocks hiiiifelf. 
His better felf : and is it greater pain, 
Our foul fliould murmur, or our duft fepinc? 
And one, in their etertial war, muft bleed. 

If one muft fuffer, which (hould leaft be fpar'd ? 
The pains of mind furpafsthe pains of fcnfe: 
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A/k, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt? . 
The joys of fenfe to mental joys are mean: 
Senfe on the prefent only feeds ; the foul 
On paft, and future, forages for joy. 
'Tis hersy by retrofpeft, thro' time to range ; 
And forward time's great fequel to furvey. 
Could human courts take vengeance on the mind. 
Axes might ruft, and racks, and gibbets, fall: 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reft to fate. 

Lorenzo! wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'd, by the beating of his pulfe, to lift 
With ev'ry luft, that wars againft his peace ; 
And fets him quite at variance with bimfelf . 
Thyfelf, firft, know; then love; a felf there i* 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 
A felf there is, as fond of ev'ry vice. 
While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart f 
Humility degrades it, juftice robs, 
Bleft bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays. 
And godlike magnanimity deftroys. 
This felf, when rival to the former, fcorn ; 
When not in competition, kindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it: — but when virtue bids, 
Tofs it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 
And why ? 'tis love of pleafure bids thee bleed f 
Comply, or own felf-Iove extinft, or blind. 

For what is vice? felf-love in a miftake; 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 
And virtue, what? 'tis felf-love in her wits. 
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<^ite flcilful in the market of delight. 
Self-love's good fenfc is love of that dread Power, 
From whom herfelf, and all flie can enjoy. 
Other felf-love is but difguis'd fclf-hatc; 
More mortal than the malice of our foes; 
A felf-hate, now, fcarcc felt; then felt full- fore. 
When beipg, curft ; extinftion, loud-implor'd ; 
And ev'ry thing preferred to what we are. 

Yet this felf-love Lorenzo makes his choice; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boaftsof joy. 
How is his want of happinefs betray'd. 
By difaflfeftiou to the prefent hour ! 
Imagination wanders far a-field: 
The future pleafes : why ? the prefent pains. — 
« But that'§ a fecre't.'-^Yes, which all men know; 
And know from thee, difcoverM unawares. 
Thy ceafelefs agitation, reftlefs rolj 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a paufe ; 
What is it?— ^'Tis the cradle of the foul. 
From inftinfl: fent, lo rock her in difeafe. 
Which her phyfician, reafon, will not cure. 
A poor expedient! yet thy bed ; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies! 
The weak have remedies; the wife have joys. 
Superior wifdom is fuperior blifs. 
And what fure mark diftinguiflies the wife ? 
Confiftent wifdom ever wills the fame ; * 

Thy fickle wifti is ever on the wing. 
Sick of herfelf, is folly's'charafter j 
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As wifdom's is, a modeft felf-applaufe. 
A change of evils is thy good fupreme ; 
Nor, but in motion, canft thou find thy reft. 
Man's greateft ftrength is (hewn in ftanding ftilU 
The firft fure fymptom of a mind in health, 
Is reft of heart, and pleafure felt at home. 
Falfe pleafure from abroad her joys imports j 
Rich from within, and felf-fuftain'd, the true. 
The true is, fixt, and folid as a rock ; 
Slippery the falfe, and toffing, as the wave. 
'this, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain ; 
That, like the fabled, felf-enamour'd boy. 
Home-contemplation her fupreme delight; 
She dreads j^n interruption from without, 
Smit with her own condition ; and the more 
Intenfe (he gazes, ftill it charms the more. 

No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 
There breathes not a more happy than himfelf: 
Then envy dies, and love overflows on all ; 
And love overflowing makes an angel here. 
Such angels all, entitled to repofe 
On him who governs fate : tho* tempeft frowns, 
Tho* nature (hakes, how foft to lean on heaven ! 
To lean on him, on whom archangels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and filent as the grave. 
They ftand collefting ev'ry beam of thought. 
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight ; 
For all their thoughts, like angels, feen of old 
In Ifraers dream, come from, and go to heaven ? 
Hence, are they ftjidious of fequeflred fpene§ j 
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While noife, and diffipatioDi comfort thee. 

• Were all men happy, revellings would ceafe^ 

That opiate for inquietude within. 

Lorenzo! never man was truly bleft^ 

But it compos'd, and gave him fuch a cafti 

As folly might miftake for want of joy« 

A cad, unlike the triumph of the proud $ 

A mod eft afpe^^, and a fmile at heart. 

O for a joy from thy Philander's fpring! 

A fpring perennial, rifing in the breaft^ 

And permanent, as pure ! no turbid ftream 

Of rapt'rous exultation, fwelling high ; 

Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while. 

Then fmk at once and leave us in the mire. 

What does the man, who tranficnt joy prefers? 

What, but prefer the bubbles tq the ftream ? 

Vain are all fudden fallies of delight ; ^ 

ConvuUions of a weak diftemper'd joy. 
Joy's a fix'd ft^ate ; a tenore, not a ftart* 
Blifs there is qone, but unprecarious blifs; 
That is the gem: fell all, and purchafe that. 
Why go a begging to contingencies, 
• Not gainM with eafe, nor fafely lov'd, if gainM? 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and paufe; 
Sufpe^l it; what thoUcanft enfure, enjoy; 
And nought but what thou giv'fl thyfelf, is furc. 
Reafon perpetuates joy that reafon gives, 

And makes it as immortal as herfelf : % 

* 

To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 
Worth, cpnfcious worth ! fhould abfolutely reign f 
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And other joys aflc leave for their approach} 

Nor, uQexamio'dy ever leave obtain. 

Thou art all anarchy; a mob of joys 

Wage war, and periih in inteftine broils; 

Not the leafl promife of internal peace! 

No bofom-comfort! or unborrow'd blifs! 

Thy thoughts s^r^ vagabonds; all outward-bound. 

Mid fands, and rocks» and ftorms, to cruife for pleafure} 

If gain'd, dear bought; and better raifs'd than gainM« 

Much pain rauft expiate, what much pain procured. 

Fancy, and fenfe, from an infefted Ihore, 

Thy cargo bring ; and peftilence the prize. 

Then, fpch thy thirft (infatiable third 1 

By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more!) 

Fancy ftill cruifes, when poor fenfe is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Paphian fhop, 
Where feeble happincfs, like Vulcan, lame, 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recefs, 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires,) 
With wanton art, thofe fatal avrows form, 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 
Wouldft thou receive them, other thoughts there are^ 
On angel-wing, defcending from above. 
Which thefe, with art divine, would counterwork, 
And form celeftial armour for thy peace. 

In thi§ is feen imagipation's guilt; 
But who can count her follies ? fhe betrays thee^ 
To think in grandeur there is fpmething great^ 
For works of curious art, and ancient fam?. 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd ^ 
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And foreign climes mud cater for thy tafte. 
Hence, what difafter ! — ^tho' the price was paid. 
That perfecuting prieft, the Turk of Rome, 
Whofe foot (ye gods!) tho' cloven, muft be kifs^d, 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian (hore ; 
(Such is the fate of honeft Proteftants!) 
And poor magnificence is ftarvM to death. 
Hence jufl refentment, indignation, ire!— r 
Be pacify'd ; if outward things are great, 
'Tis magnanimity great things to fcorn; 
Pompous expences, and parades auguft. 
And courts ; that infalubrious foil to peace. 
True happinefs ne'er entcr'd at an eye ; 
True happinefs refides in things unfeen. 
No fmiles of fortune ever bleft the bad. 
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys j 
That jewel wanting, triple crowns arc poor : 
So tell his Holinefs, and be reveng'd. 

Pleafurp, we both agree, is man's chief good i 
Our only conteft, what defervcs the name. 
Give pleafure's name to nought, but what has pafsM 
Th' authentic feal of reafon (which, like Yorkc, 
Demurs on what it paffes) and defies 
The tooth of time ; when paft, a pleafurc ftill ; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age. 
And doubly to be priz-d, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our prefent, joy. 
Some joys the future overcaft ; and fome 
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb« 
Some joys epdear eternity ; fome give 
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Abhorr'd aniiihilation dreadful charms* 
Are rival joys cmitending for thy choice ? 
Confult thy whole exifteoce, and be fafe ; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the leflbn^ tho' my le&ure long. 
Be good — and let HeaVn anfwer for the reft* 

Tet, with a figh o'er all mankind, I grant 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope. 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obicure his fublunary day. 
But never conquerj ev'n the beft mud own. 
Patience, and refignation, are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, thefe: 
But thofe of Seth not mwe remote from thect 
Till this heroic leflbn thou haft learnt; 
To frown at pleafure, and to fmile in pain. 
Fir'd at the profpeift of unclouded blifs, 
Heav'n in reverfion, like the fun, as yet 
Beneath th' horizon, chears us in this world} 
It ihcds, on fouls fufceptlble of light. 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

< This (fays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue: 

* But can harangues blow back ftrong nature's ftream 
« Or ftem the tide Heav'n puflies thro' our veins, 

< Which fweeps away man's impotent refolves, 

* And lays his labour level with the world ?' 

Themfelves men make their comment on mankind; 
And think nought is, but what they find at home: 
Thus, weaknefs to chimaera turns the truth. 
JJpthing romantic has the mufe prefcrib'd. 
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^ Above, Lorenzo faw the roan of eartbi 

The mortal man; and wretched was the light. 

To balance that, to comforti and exalt, 

Now fee the man inimortal : him, I mean. 

Who lives as fiich : whofe heart, full bent on heay'o^ 

Leans all that way, his bias to the ftars. 

The world's dark (hades, in contraft fet, (hall raifc 

His luftre more ; tho* bright, without a foil: 

Obferve his awful portrait, and admire ; 

Nor ftop at wonder ; imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my pencil, while I draWj 
What nothing lefs than angel can exceed, 
A man on earth devoted to the (kies ; 
Like (hips in feas, while in, above the worldt 

With afpcift mild, and elevated eye. 
Behold him feated on a mount ferene. 
Above the fogs of fenfe, and paflion's dorm; 
All the black cares, and tumults, of this life, 
Likeharmlefs thunders, breaking at his feet. 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Jlarth's genuine fons, the fceptrcd, and the dave, 
A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd ! he fees, 
BewilderM in the vale ; in all unlike ! 
pis full reverfe in all! what higher praife? 
What ftronger demonftration of the right i 

The prefent all their care; the futiire, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private Want, 
They give to fame ; his bounty he conceals^ 
fhcir virtues vamifli nature ; his exal{. . 

f ^ a former niglit 
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Mankind's efleem they court ; and he^ his own« 
Theirs, the wild chace of falfe felicities; 
His, the composed poflefQon of the true. 
Alike throughout is his confiftent peace^ 
All of one cofour, apd an e?eo thread ; 
While party-colour'd fhreds of happinefs, 
Witb hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each pufFof fortune blows 
The tatters by, and (hews their nakednefs. 

He fees with other eyes than theirs : where they 
Behold a fpn^ he fpies a Deity ; 
. What makes them only fmile, makes him adore. 
Where they fee mountains, he but atoms fees ; 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terreftrial worfliip, as divine ; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duft. 
That dims his fight, and (hortens his furvey. 
Which longs, in infinite, to lofe all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays afide to find his dignity; 
No dignity they find in aught befides. 
They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory) proud of an eclipfe, 
Himfelf too much he prizes to be proud. 
And nothing thinks fo great in man, as man. 
Too dear he holds his intereft, to negleft 
Another's welfare, or his right invade ; 
Their int'reft, like a lion, lives on prey. 
They kindle at the fliadow of a wrong; 
Wrong he fuftains with temper, looks ouheav'n. 
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Nor ftoops to think his injurcr his foej 
Nought^ but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace« 
A cover'd heart their charafter defends : 
A coverM heart denies him half his praife« 
With nakedncfs his innocence agrees ; 
While their broad foliage teftifies their fall. 
, Their no-joys eAd, where his full feaft begins j' 
His joys create, theirs murder, future blifs. 
To triumph in cxiftence, his alone ; 
And his alone, triumphantly to think 
His true exiftence is not yet begun. 
His glorious courfe was, yefterday, complete ; 
Death, then, was welcome; yet lifeftill is fweet. 

But nothing charms. Lorenzo, like the firm, 
"Undaunted breaft — And whofe is that high praifc? 
They yield to pleafure, tho' they danger braye. 
And ftiew no fortitude, but in the field ; 
If there they Ihew it, 'tis for glory ihewn; 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts* 
A cordial his fuftains, that cannot fail ; 
By pleafure unfubduM, unbrokc by pain. 
He fhares in that omnipotence he trufts. 
All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls ; 
And when he falls, writes vici on his ihield. 
From magnanimity, all fear above; 
From nobler recompence, above applaufe ; 
Which owes to man's Ihort out-^look all its charmsf. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries, — * Where fhines this miracle ? 
« From what root rifes this immortal man?' 
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A root that grows not id Lorenzo's groutid t 
The root diffcd, nor wonder at the flower. 

He follows nature (not like ^ thee ;) and (hews til 
An uninverted fy ftem of a man. 
His appetite wears reafon^s golden chain. 
And finds, in due reftraint, its luxury. 
His pai&on, like an eagle well reclaimM^ 
Is taught to fly at nought, but itifinite. 
Patient his hope^ un-anxious is his care. 
His caution fearlefs, and his grief, (if grief 
The gods ordain) a ftranger to defpair. 
And why ?— ^becaufe affedion, more than meet^^ 
His wifdom leaves not difengag'd from heaven^ 
Thofe fecondary goods that fmile on earth. 
He,, loving in proportion, loVes in peace. 
They moft the world enjoy, who Icaft adffl}re4 
His underftariding fcapes the common cloud 
Of fumes, arifing from a boiling breaft. 
His head is clear, becaufe his heart is cool. 
By worldly competitions uninflam'd. 
The moderate movements of his foul admit 
Diftinft ideas, and matur'd debate. 
An eye impartial, and an even fcale ; 
Whence judgment found, and unrepeiiting chdice^ 
Thus, in a double fenfe, the good are wife ; 
On its own dunghill, wifer than the world. 
What, then, the world ? it muft be doubly weak ; 
Strange truth I as foon would they believe their cree 
Yet thus it is; nor otherwife can be j 

* Sec page 159, line I a. 



\ 



NIGHT THE EIGHTH. srt 

So far from aught romantic, what I ling. 

Slifs has no being, virtue has no ftrengtb, 

Sut from the profped of immortal life. 

*Who think earth all, or, (what weighs juft the fame) 

^ho care no farther, muft prize what it yields ; 

Tend of its fancies ; proud of its parades. 

"Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admire; 

He can't a foe, tho' moil malignant, hate, 

Becaufe that hate would prove his greater^ foe* 

^Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaft 

Good -will to men?) to love their deareft friend 9 

Tor may he not invade their good fupreme. 

Where the leaft jealoufy turns love to gall? 

All (hines to them, that for a feafon fhines. 

Each aA, each thought, he queftions, * What its weighs 

* Its colour what, a thoufand ages hence ?'-^ 

And what it there appears, he deems it now« 

Hence, pure are the recefies of his foul. 

The god-like man has nothing to conceaL 

His virtue, conftitutionally deep. 

Has habit's firmnefs, and affection's flame } 

Angels, ally'd, defcend to feed the fire $ 

And death, which others flays, makes him a god« 

And now, Lorenzo! bigot of this world! 
Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by heav'n! 
Stand by thy fcorn, and be reduc'd to nought : 
For what art thou ? — ^Thou boailer ! while thy glare. 
Thy gaudy grandeur; and mere worldly worth. 
Like a broad mift, at diftance, flxikes us moft ; 
And, like H^iit, is nothing when at hand; 
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His merit, like a mountain, on approach^ 
Swells more, and rifes nearer td the (kies^ 
By promife, now, and, by poffeflion, focm, 
(Too foon, to6 much, it cannot be) his own^ 
' From this thy juft annihilation rife, 
Lorenzo ! rife to fomething^ by reply. 
The world, thy client, liitens, and expeds; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal praifd^ 
Canft thou be filent ? No ; for wit is thine ; 
And wit talks moft, when leaft fhe has to fay. 
And reafon interrupts ndt her career. 
She'll fay — That mifts above the mountains rife^ 
And, with a thoufand pleafantries, amufe ; 
She'll fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a duft. 
And fly convif^ion, in the dud flie raised. 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty tafte! 
'Tis precious, as the vehicle of fenfe ; 
But, as its fubftitute, a dire difeafe. 
Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world. 
By the blind world, which thinks the talent raW^ 
Wifdom is rare, Lorenzo! wit abounds; 
Pallion can give it; fometimes wine infpires 
The ludky flafli; and madnefs rarely fails. 
Whatever caufe the fpirit ftrongly ftirs. 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy renown, 'twere well, was this the worft j 
Chance often hits it ; and, to pique thee more. 
See dullnefs, blund'ring on vivacities. 
Shakes her fage head at the calamity. 
Which has expos'd, and let her down to thc€# 
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l)ifcerDs, compares, weighs, feparate^, infersi! 

Seizes the right, and hdlds it to the lad ; 

How rare ! in fenates» fyndds, fought in vain ) 

Or if thdre found, 'tis facred to the few ; 

While a lewd proftitute to itiultitudes. 

Frequent, as fatal, wit: in civil life, 

Wit makes ah enterprifer ; fenfe^ a mad. . 

Wit hates authority; commotion loves. 

And thinks herfelf the lightniqg of the ftorni. 

In ftates, 'tis dangerous ; in religion, death : 

Shall wit turn Ghriftian, when the dull believe? 

Senfe is our helmet, wit is but the plume ; 

The plume e^pdfes, 'tis our hdmet faves. 

Senfe is the di'moUd, weighty, folid, found i 

When cut by wit, it caftis a brighter beam ; 

Vet, wit apart, it is a di'mdUd ftill. 

Wit, widow'd of good fenfe^ ii Woirfe than noUglit i 

It hoifts mote fail to run againft a rock. 

Thus, a balf-Chefterfield is quite a fobi ; 

Whom dull fools fcorn j aUd blefs their want df wit< 

How ruindus the rock ! I ward tHee fhuU, 
Where Sirens fit, to fidg thee to th jr fate ! 
A joy, in which our reafon bears no part^ 
Is but 21 forrdw tickling, ere it (tings. 
Let not the cooings of the World allui^e thetf i 
Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 
Happy! of this bad World who little know!— ^ 
And yet, we much mud know her, to be fafe* 

To kUow the worlds xiot love her, is thy point; 

S 
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She gives but little^ not that little, long* 
There isj I grants a triumph of the pulfc } 
A dance of fpirits, a mere froth of jcj, 
. Our thougbdefa agitation's idle childf 
That mantles high, that fparkles, and es^iresji 
Leaving the foul more vapid than before. 
An animal ovation ! fuch as holds 
No commerce with our reafon, but fubfifls 
On juices, thro' the welMon'd tubes, well-ilraiik'd f 
A nice machine! fcaroj^ver tun'd aright; 
And when it jars-^thy Sirens fing no more $ 
Thy dance is done ; the demi-god is thrown 
(Shqrt apotheofis!) beneath the man. 
In coward gloom immers'di or fell defpairif 

Art thou yet dull enough defpair to dread^ 
And (lartle at deftru£lion ? If thou art, 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 
(A field of battle is this mortal life!) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart j 
A fingle fentenee proof againft the world. 

• Soul, body, fortune! ev'ry good pertains 
« To one of thefe ; but prize not all alike ; 

• The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 

• Body to foul, and foul fubmit to God/ 
"Wouldft thou build lafting happinefs ? Do this } 
Th' inverted pyramid can never ftand. 

Is this truth doubtful ? it outQiines the fun ; 
Nay, the fun fhines not, but to ihcw us this. 
The fingle leflbn of mankind on earth. 
And yet— yet, what? no news! mankind is mad ; 
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Such mighty numbers lift againft the rights 
(And what can't number8> when bewitch'd, atchieve !) 
They talk themfelves to fomething like belief. 
That all earth's joys are theirs; as Athens' fool 
Grinn'd from the pord on cT'ry fail his own. 

They grin ; but wherefore i and how long the laugh? 
Half ignorance, their mirth i and half, a lie t 
To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they linile« 
Hard either taiki the moft abandoned own. 
That others, if abandoned, ar|^done t 
Then, for themfelves, the moment reafon wakes^ 
(And Providence denies it long repofe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient (pleen> 
Scarce mufter patience to fupport the farce. 
And pump fad laughter^ till the curtain falls* 
Scarce, did I fay i Some cannot fit it out ; 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw^ 
And fhew us what their joy, by |beir defpairl 

The clotted hair I gor'd breaft ! biafphemiog eye! 
Its impious fury ft ill alive in death !-*-^ 
Shut, fliut the ftiocking fcene-^But heav'n denieti* 
A cover to inch guilt ; and fo fliould man. 
Look round, Lorenzo ! fee the reeking blade. 
The invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The ftrangling cord, and fuffocating ftream | 
The loathfome rottfunefs, and foul decays 
From raging riot (flower fuicides!) 
And pride in thefe, more execrable ftill!--^ 
How horrid all to thought !--*but horrori^ theif^ 

S a 
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That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble fong. 

From tice, fenfe, fancy, no man can bebleft^ 
Blifs is toagreaty to lodge within an hour » 
When sm immortal being aims at blifs^ 
Duration is efle ntial to the name. 
O for a joy from reafon! joy from that. 
Which makes man man ; and, exercisM aright. 
Will makes him more: a bounteous joy! thatgive^ 
And promifes; that weaves, with art divine^ 
The richeft prbfpcft i^nto prefent peace: 
A joy-ambitidus ! joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their greater far: 
A joy high privileged from chance, time, death t 
Ajoy, which death (hall double! judgment crown ! 
CrownM higher, arid ftill higher, at each ftage. 
Thro* bleft eternity's long day ; yet ftrll. 
Not more remote from forrow, than from hira, 
Whofe lavifli hand, whofe love ftupendous, pour^ 
So much of deity on guilty dnft. 
Tliere, O my Lucia! may I meet thee there. 
Where not thy prefence can improve my blifs! 

Affcfts not this the fages of the world ? 
Can nought affeft them, but what fools them too ? 
Eternity, depending on an hour. 
Make ferious thought man's wifdom, joy, and praife. 
Nor need you blufti (though fometimes your dcfigns 
May fhun the light) at your defigns on heaven: 
Sole point! where over-^baftiful is your blame. 
Are you not wife ? — ^You know you are : yet hear 
O troth, amid your numerous fchemcs, raiflaid. 
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Or overlook'd, or thrown afide, if fccn ; 

• Our fchemcs to plan by thU wprld, or the next, 

* Is the folc difference between wife, and fool.' 
All worthy men will weigh you in this fcale ; 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light? 
Is their eftean alone not worth your care ? 
Accept my fimple fcheme of common fenfe : 

Thus, faye your fame, and make two worlds your own» 

The world replies not;— but the world perfiftsj 
And puts the caufe off to the longeft d^y. 
Planning eyafions for the day of doom* 
So far, at that re-hearing, from redrefs. 
They then turn witneffes againft themfelyes. 
Hear jhat, Lorenzo! nor be wife to-morrow. 
Hade, hafte ! a man, by nature, is in hafte ; 
For who ihall anfwer for another hour ? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make one fure friend; 
And that thoucan'ft not do, this fide the ikies. 
Ye fon^ of earth ! (nor wjilliag^ to be mofe !) 
Since verfe you think from prieftcraft fomewhat free, 
Thus» in an age fo g?y> the mufe plain truths 
(Truths,which,at church,y ou might haye heard in profe) 
Has yentur"'d into light ; well-pleas'd the yerfe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain ; 
And crown her with your welfare, not your praife. 
But praife (he need not fear : I fee my fate ; 
And head-long leap, like Curtius, down the guJph. 
Since many an ample yolume, mighty tome, 
Muft die ; and die unwept ; O thou miqute, 
DevQted page! go forth among thy foes; 

S3 
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Go, vdylj prood of nuuTfrdom for truth, 
^nddie a doable death: mankind, incens'd. 
Ponies thee lon^ to Iitc: nor ihalt thou reft, 
ITben thou art dead ; in Stygian fhades arraignM ^ 
By Ludfer, as traitor to his throne ; 
JOkd bold blafphemer of his friend, — the world ; 
Tbe world, whofe legions coft him (lender pay» 
And Tohmteers, around his banner fwarm ; 
Prudent, as Prui&a, in her zeal for Gaul. 

« Are all, then, fools ^ Lorenzo cries. — Yes, all. 
But fuch as hold this doArine (new to thee ;) 
♦ The mother of true wifdom is the will ;' 
The nobleft intelled, a fool without it. 
World*wifdom much has done, and more may do. 
In arts and fciences, in wars, apd peace ; 
But art and fcience, like thy wealth, will leaye thee^ 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the moft indulgence can afford ; — 
« Thy wifdom all can do, but — make thee wife/ 
Nor think this cenfure is fevere on thee 5 
Satan, thy mafter, I dare c^ll a dunce. 
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Where night» death, age, care> crime, and forrow, ceafe 
To bear a part in eyerlafting lays ; 
Though far, far higher fet, io aim, I trufl, 
Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the mufe afferted pleafures pure^ 
Like thofe above ; exploding other joys ! 
Weigh what was urgM, Lorenzo! fairly weigh; 
And tell me, haft thou caufe to triumph ftill ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a boaft fo bold. 
But if, beneath the favour of miftake. 
Thy f mile's fincere ; not more fincere can be 
Lorenzo's fmile, than my companion for him* 
The lick in body call for aid ; the fick 
In mind are covetous of more difeafe ; 
And when at worft, they dream themfelves qtlite welL 
To know ourfelves difeas'd, is half our cure. 
When nature's bluQi by cuftom is wipM oflf. 
And confcicuce, dcaden'd by repeated ftrokcs^ 
Has into manners naturalized our crimes; 
The curfc of curfes is, our curfe to love; 
To triumph in the blacknefs of our guilt 
(As Indians glory in the deepeftjet;) 
And throw afide our fenfes with our peace. ' 

But, grant no guilt, no (hame, no leaft alloy; 
Grant joy and glory, quite unfully'd, Ihone; 
Yet, ftill, it ill defcrves Lorenzo's heart. 
No joy, no glory, glitters in thy fight. 
But, through the thin partition of an hour, 
I fee its fables wove by deftiny ; 
A^d that in fprrow bury *d ; this, in fhame; 
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O death ! I ftretch my view; what viiions rife! 

What triumphs! toils imperial! arts divine ! 

[n withered laurels glide before my fight! 

What lengths of far-fam'd agesj billowM high 

With hitman agitation, roll along 

[n unfubftaliltial imalges of air ! 

The melancholy ghofts of dead renown, 

Whifp'ring faint echoes of the world's applaufd^ 

With penitential afpefi, as they pafs, 

A.11 point at earth, and hifs at human pride. 

The wifdom of the wifei and prancings of the greats 

But, O Lorenzo! far the reA above, 
Df ghaftly nature, add enormous fize, 
Dne form aiFaults my fight, and chills my bloody 
A.nd (hakes my frame. Of one departed world 
[ fee the mighty (hadoW: oo^y wreath 
And difmal fea-weed crown her ; o*er her vtttk 
tleclin'd, file weeps her defolated realms, 
And bloated fons { and. Weeping, pro{>hefie9 
Another's diflblution, footi, in flames. 
But, like Caifandra, prophefies in vain ; 
In raid, to many ; not, I truft, to thee^ 

For, know'ft thou not, or art thou loth to know. 
The great decree, the connfel of the ficies ! 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful pow'rs ? 
Prime minifters of vengeance ! chained in caves 
Diftinfl, apart the giant furies roar i 
Apart ; or, fuch their horrid rage for ruin, 
[n mutual confliA would they rife, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devoured* 
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What, all the pomps and triumphs of our lives^ 
But legacies in bloflbm? our lean foil^ 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities. 
From friends interred beneath ; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead ; 
Like other worms, fljiall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent frailties, or approaching fate ? 

Lorenzo! fuch the glories of the world! 
What is fhe world itfelf ? thy world ?-^A grave. 
Where is the duft that has pot been alive ? 
The fpade, the plough, difti^rb our anceftors; 
From hitman mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow furface lhakeS| 
And is the cieling of her peeping fons. 
O'er devaftation we blind revels keep ; 
Whole buryM towqs fupport the dancer's hecU 
The moift of human frame the fun exhales; 
Winds fbatter, through the mighty void, the dry ; 
Earth repoffeffes part of what (he gave, 
And the freed fpirit mounts on wings of fire; 
Each element partakes our fcatter'd fpoils ; 
As nature, wide, our ruins fpread ; man's death 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 

Nor man alone; his breathing bull expires. 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die : where, now. 
The Roman? Greek? They ftalk, an empty name! 
Yet few regard them in this ufeful light; 
Though half our learning is theii epitaph. 
When down thy vale, unlock'd by midnight thought] 
That loves to \srander in thy funlefs realms. 
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But not for this^ ordaia'd their boundlefs rage i 
When heav'n's inferior inftroments of math^ 
War, famine^ peftilence, are found too ^cak 
To fcourge a world for her enormous crimest 
Thefe are let loofe, alternate : down they riifli^ 
Swift, and tempeituous. from th' eternal throne^ 
With irreiiftible commiilion armM, 
The world, in vain correfted, to deftroy. 
And eafe creation of the ihocking f cene« 

Seeft thou, Lorenzo! what depends on man? 
The fiate of nature; as for man, her birth* 
Earth's a£lors change earth's tranfitory fctnes. 
And make creation groan with human guilt. 
How muft it groan, in a hew deluge whelm'd. 
But not of waters! at the deftinM hour. 
By the loud trumpet fummon'd to the charge^ 
See, all the formidable fons of fire. 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 
Their various engines; all at once difgorge 
Their blazing magazines ; and take, by ftorm. 
This poor terreftrial citadel of mad. 

Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 
Out-burns Vefuvius ; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mafs, as rivers once they pourM ; 
Stars rufh; and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her ploughfliare o'er creation! — while aloft. 
More than aftoniihment! if more can be! 
Far other firmament than e'er was feen. 
Than e'er was thought by man ! far other ftars J 
Stars animate, that govern thefe of fire ; 
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^ar other fun !— ^a fun, O Jiow ualikc . 
7he babe at Bechle'm! how unlike the man 
TThat grdanM#lpCalyary . — yet he it is; 
That man of forrows ! O how changM ! what pomp! 
In grandeur terriblei all heay'n defcends! 
jUnd godS) ambitious, triumph in his train. 
JL fwift archangel, with his golden wing, 
Jls blots and clouds, that darken and difgrace 
TThe fcene divine, fweeps ftars and funs afide. 
^nd now, all drofs removM, Heav 'n's own pure day, 
^ull on the confines of our ether, flames. 
*While, (dreadful contrafl! far, how far beneath!) 
Hell burfting, belches forth her blazing feas, 
j&.nd ftorms fulphureou^; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide^ and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo! welcome to this fcene; the laft 
In nature's courfe ; the firft in wifdom's thoughts 
Thisftrikes, if aitght can ftrike thee; this awakes 
The mofl fupine ; this fnatches paan from death. . 
Roufe, roufe^ Lorenzoj then, and follow me. 
Where truth, the mofl: momentous man can hear^ 
Loud calls my foul, and ardor wings her flight. 
I find my infpiration in my theme ; 
The grandeur of my fubje A is my mufe* 

At midnight, when mankind is wi'apt in peace^ 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams; 
To give more dread to man's moft dreadful hour. 
At midnight, ^tis prefum'd, this pomp will burft 
From tenfold darknefs ; fudden, as the fpark 
From fmitten ftecl } from nic'rous graiui the hUzc^ 



Man» flartingifrom his cooch, ihall fleep no morel 
The day is broke^ which be?er more flbiH clofel 
Above, around, beneath, amazement il^l 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes! 
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire! 
All nature ftruggling in the pangs of death! 
Doft thou not hear her i doft thou not deplore! 
Her (trong convuliions, and her final groan i 
Where are we now? Ah me! the ground is gone^ 
On which we flood, Lorenzo! While thou may*ft^ 
Provide more firm fupport, or fink for ever ! 
Where? how? from whence ? vain hope! it is too ]m 
Where, where, for ftielter, ftiall ihe guilty fiy. 
When conftemation turns the*good man pale? 

Great day ! for which all other days were made ; 
For which earth rofe from chaos, man from earth } 
And aH eternity, the date of gods, 
Defcended on poor earth-created man ! 
Great day of dread, decifion, and defpair ! 
At thought of thee each fublunary wifh 
Lets go its eager grafp, and drops the world j 
And catches at each reed of hope in heaven. 
At thought of thee! — And art thou abfent then? 
Lorenzo ! no ; 'tis here ; — it is begun ;-^ 
Already is begun the grand ailize. 
In thee, in all: deputed confcience fcales 
The dread tribunal, and foreftalls our doom ; 
Foreftalls ; and by foreftalling, proves it fure* 
Why on himfelf (hould man void judgment pafe? 
Is idle nature laughing at her fons? 



NIGHT THE NINTH. aSp 

Who Goafcicnce fent, her fentence will fupporti 
And Goo above aflert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they I that enter now the court 
Heay'n opens in their bofoms: but, how rare^ 
^h niel that magnanimity, how rare! 
What hctOs like the man whd ftands himfelf { 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings^ 
Refolv'd to filence future murmurs there i 
The coward flies; and flying, is undone. 
[Art thou a coward? no:) the coward flies; 
Thinks, but thinks flightly ; afks, but fears to know j ' 
Afks, * What is truth?* with Pilate ; and retires; 
Diflblres the court, and mingles with the throng ; 
Afylum fad! from reafon, hope, and heav'n! 

Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 
J'or that great day, which was ordain'd for man ? 
O day of confummation ! mark fupreme' 
(If men are wife) of human tliought ! nor leaft. 
Or in the fight of angels, or their KilNo ! 
Adgels, whofe radiant circles, height o*er height^ 
Order o'er order rifing, blaze o'er blaie> 
As in a theatre, furround this fcene. 
Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 
Angels look out for ^hee $ for thee, their Ld jld ^ 
To vindicate his glory ; and for thee, 
Creation univerfal calls aloud. 
To dif-involve the moral world, and give 
To nature's renovation brightercharms. 

Shall man alone, whofe fate, whofe final fate, 

T 
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Haugs on that hour, exclude it from his thought f 

I think of nothing elfe; 1 feel I feel it! 

All nature» like an earthquake, trembling round I 

All deities, like fummer's fwarmsj on wing! 

All balking in the full meridian blaze! 

I fee the Judge inthron'd ! the flaming guard I 

The volume open'd! open'd every heart! 

A fun-beam pointing out each fecret thought t 

No patron ! intcrceiTor none I now pafl 

The fweet, the clement, mediatorial hour! 

For guilt no plea ! to pain, no paufe ! no bound I 

Inexorable, all! and all, extreme! 

Nor man alone ; the foe of God and man, 
From his dark den, blafpheming, drags his chatn^ 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder fcarr*d} ' 
Receives his fentence, and begins his hell. 
All vengeance paft, now, feems abundant grace: 
Like meteors in a ftormy /ky, how roll 
His baleful eyes! he curfes whom he dreads; 
And deems it the firfl: moment of his fall. 

'Tis prcfcnt to my thought! — and yet where is it? 
Angels can't tell me ; angels cannot guefs 
The period ; from created beings lockM 
In darknefs. But the procefs, and the place^ 
Are lefs obfcure; for thefe may man inquire* 
Say, thou great clofe of human hopes and fears! 
Great key of hearts! great finifher of fates! 
Great end! and great beginning! fay, where art thou? 
Art thou in time, or in eternity ? 
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee. 



rtbefe^ as twd monarchs, on their borders tneet^ 
(Monarchs of dll^elaps^dy or iibarriT'di) 
As in debate, how beft their pow'rs allyM 
May fweli tbo graiUdear, or dtfcharge the wrath) 
Of Him, Vvhomboth their monarchies obey. 

Time, this vaft fabric for him buih (a&d doom'd 
With him to fall) now bnrfting o'er his head } 
His lamp, the fun, extiaguifli'd ; from beneath 
The froWn of hideous darknefs, calls his fons 
From their long llumbcr ; from earth's heaving womb^ 
To fccond birth; contertiporary throng ! 
llous'd at one call, upftarting from one bed^ 
l*reft in one croud, appall'd with one amazej 
He turns them o'er. Eternity ! to thee. 
Then (as a king depos'd difdains to live) 
He falls oh his own fcythe; nor falls alone } 
His greateft foe falls with him } Time, and he 
Who murder'd all Time's offspring. Death, expife« 

Time was! Eternity now reigds alone! 
Awful eternity ! offended queen ! 
And her refentment to mankind, how juft! 
"With kind intent, foliciting accefs. 
How often has (he knockM at huii^aii hearts! 
Kich to repay their hofpitality. 
How often callM ! and with the voice of God I 
Yet bore repulfe, excluded as a cheat! 
A dream! while fouleft foes found welcome there! 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her fmilc. 

For, lo! her twice ten thoufatid gates thrown wide, 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 

T 7, 
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With banners, ftreaming as the comet's blaze^ 
And clarions, louder than the deep in ftorms^ 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow$ 
Pour forth their myriads, potentatesi and powers^ 
Of light, of darknefs; in a middle fields 
Wide, as creation! populous, as wide! 
A neutral region ! there to mark th' event 
Of that great drama, whofe preceding fcenes 
Detained them clofe fpeftators, thro' a length 
Of ages, rip'ning to this grand refult; 
Ages, as yet unnuraber'd, but by God ; 
Who now, pronouncing fentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 

Eternity, the various fcntencc paft, 
Affigns the fever'd throng diftinA abodes. 
Sulphureous, or ambroiial: what enfues? 
The deed predominant! the deed of deeds! 
Which makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven* 
The goddefs, with determined afpeft, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous fize 
Thro* deftiny*s inextricable wards. 
Deep-driving ev*ry bolt, on both their fates. 
Then, from the cryftal battlements of heaven, 
Down, down, flie hurls it thro* the dark profound. 
Ten thoufand tboufand fathom ; there to ruft. 
And ne'er unlock her refolution more. 
The deep refounds, and hell, thro* all her glooms. 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 

O how unlike the chorus of the /kies! 
O how unlike thofs ihouts of joy, that Ihakc 
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The whole ethereal ! how the concave rings! 
Nor ftrange! when deities their voice exalt; 
And louder far, than when creation rofe. 
To fee creation's godlike aim, and end. 
So well accomplilh'd! fo divinely clos'd I 
To fee the mighty dramatift's laft aft 
(As meet) in glory rifing o'er the reft. 
No fancy'd God, a God, indeed, defcends. 
To folve all knots; to ftrike the moral home; 
To throw full day on darkeft fcenes of time; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole* 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praife, v 
The charm'd fpeflators thunder their applaufe; 
And the vaft void beyond, applaufe refounds. 
What then am I? — r— 

ft 

Amid ft applauding worlds. 
And worlds celeftial, is there found on earth, 
Apeevifli, diflboant, rebellious ftring, 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains? 
Scnfure on thee, Lorenzo! I fufpend, 
ftind turn it on myfelf ; how greatly due ! 
SlU, all is right! by God ordain'd or done ; 
find who, but God, refumM the friends he gave ? 
Ind have I been comptaining, then, fo long? 
[Complaining of his favours; pain, and death? 
iVho, without pain's advice, would e*er be good ? 
5^ho, without death, but would be good in vain ? 
Pain is to fave from pain ; all punifliment. 
To make for peace ; and death to fave from death ; 
And fecond death, to guard immortal life ; 

T3 ■ . 
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To roufe the carelefSf the prefumptuoos awe. 
And turn the tide of fouls another way ; 
By the fame tcndernefs diyine ordain'dy 
That planted Eden, and high-bloom'd for man^ 
A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the ikies. 

Heaven gives us friends to blifs the prefent fcesc; 
Refumes them, to prepare us for the- next. 
All evils natural are moral goods; 
All difcipline, indulgence, on the whole* 
None are unhappy ; ail have caufe to fmile^ 
But fuch as to themfelves that caufe deny* 
Our faults are at the bonom of our pains; 
Error, in ad, or judgment, is the fourcc 
Of endlefs iighs : we fin, or we miftake ; 
And nature tax, when falfe opinion flings. 
Let impious grief be banifli'd, joy indulged ; 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim. 
Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays. 
Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy, amidft ills, corroborates, exalts ; 
'Tis joy, and conqueft; joy, and virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in ills delights 
Heav'n, earth, ourfelvcs ; 'tis duty, glory, peace^ 
Affliftion is the good man's Ihining fcene; 
Profperity conceals his brighteft ray ; 
As night to ftars, woe luftre gives to man. 
Heroes in battle, pilots in the ftorm. 
And virtue in calamities, admire. 
The crown of maphood is a winter-joy; 
Ad eyerrrcen, that ftands the northern blaft^ 
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And blofforns in the rigour of our fate. 

'Tis a prime part of bappinefs, to know 
How much unhappincfs mult prove our lot ; 
A part which few poiTefs ! Til. pay life's tax. 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour. 
Nor think it mifery to be a man ; 
DV^ho thipks it is, (hall never be a god. 
Some ills we wilh for, when we wiih to live. 

What fpoke proud paffion? — * f Wilh my being loftl' 
Trefumptuous ! blafphemous! abfurd! and falfe! 
The triumph of my foul is,: — That I am; 
-And therefore that I may be — what? — Lorenzo! 
3Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper flill ; 
XJnfathomably deep our treafure runs 
In golden veins, thro' all eternity ! 
J^ges, and ages, and fucceeding ftill 
^ew ages, where this phantom of. an hour, 
"Which courts, each night, dull flumber, for repair, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife^ 
iind fly thro' infinite, and all unlock ; 
And (if defervM) by Heav'n's redundant love. 
Made half-adorable itfelf , adore ; 
And find, in adoration, endlefs joy! 
Where thou, not mafter of a moment here, 
Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale, 
May'ft boaft a whole eternity, enrich'd 
With all a kind Omnipotence can pour. 
Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninfpir'd. 
Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever ihall, 

t Referring to th^&rft night. 
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How kind is God, how great (if good) is man* 
No man too largely from Heav'n's love can hope. 
If what is bop'd he labours to fecure. 

Ills? — there are none : all gracious! none fromthec} 
From man full many ! numerous is the race 
Of blackeft ills, and thofe immortal too. 
Begot by madnefs on fair liberty ; 
Heav'n's daughter, hell-debauchM ! her hand alone 
Unlocks defl:ru6lion to the fons of men, 
Fad barr'd by thine ; high-wallM with adamant. 
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world. 
And coverM with the thunders of thy law; 
Whofe threats are mercies, whofe injun&ions, guide% 
Aflifting, not reftraining, reafon-s choice; 
Whofe fanftions, unavoidable refults 
From nature's courfc, indulgently reveal'd | 
If unreveard, more dang'rous, nor lefs fure* 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his fons, 
* Do this ; fly that'— nor always tells the caufc ? 
Pleas'd to reward, as duty to his will, 
A conduft needful to their own repofe. 

Great God of wonders! (if, thy love furveyM, 
Aught elfe the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are thefe, on which to build our trufl? 
Thy ways admit no blemifli ; none I find ; 
Or this alone — ^ tha; none is to be found/ 
Not one, to foften cenfure's hardy crime; 
Not one, to palliate peevifh grief's complaint. 
Who, like a daemon, murm'ring, from the duft. 
Dares mo judgment calj bcr judge*— Supifeniei 
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For all I blcfs thee ; moft, for the fcvere ; 

* Her death — my own at hand — the fiery gulph. 

That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent f 

It thunders ;— but it thunders to preferve ; 

It ftrengthens what it ftrikes ; its wholefome dread 

Averts the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans 

Join heaven's fweet hallelujahs in thy praife. 

Great fource of good alone! how kind in all! 

In vengeance kind I pain, de^ilh fg^bennaf sav£* 

Thus» in thy world material, mighty Mind! 
Not that alone which folaces, and ihines. 
The rough, and gloomy, challenges our praife* 
The winter is as needful as the fpring ; 
The thunder, as the fun ; a ftagnate mafs 
Of vapours breeds a peftilential air: 
]^or more propidous the Favonian breeze 
To nature's health, than purifying ftorms ; 
The dread volcano minifters to good. 
Its fmother'd flames might undermine the world, 
Jx)ud ^tnas fulminate in love to man ; 
Comets geodomens are, when duly fcann'd { 
And, in their ufe, eclipfes learn to fliine. 

Man is refponfible for ills received ; 
Thofe we call wretched are a chofen band, 
Compell'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my lift of bleflings infinite, . 
Stand this the foremoft, • That my heart has bled.* 
'Tis heaven's laft effort of good-will to man ; 
When pain can*t blefsj heav'n c^uits us in defpair« 
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Who fails to grieve, when jaft occafiou callsj 
Or grieves too much, deferves not to be bleft ; 
Inhuman, or effi:minate, his heart ; 
Reafon abfolves the grief, which reafon ends. 
May heav'n ne'er trait my friend with happinefs. 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well. 
By previous pain; and made it fafe to fmile! 
Such fmiles are mine, and fuch may they remain ; 
Nor hazard their extinfiion, from excefs. 
My change of heart a change of ftyle demands } 
The Confolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty foog. 

As when o'er^labour'd, and inclin'd to breathe, 
A panting traveller, fome rifing ground. 
Some fmall afcent, has gain'd, he turns him round, 
' And meafures with his eye the various vale. 
The fields, woods, meads^ and rivers, he has pafl: ; 
Andj fatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
Endear'd by diftance, nor cScds more toil; 
Thus I, tho' fmali, indeed, is that afcent 
The mufe has gained, review the paths flic trod ; 
Various, extenfivc, beaten but by few: 
And, confcious of her prudence in repofe, 
Paufe ; and with pleafure meditate an end, 
Tho* ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my theme. 
Thro* many a field of moral, and divine. 
The mufe has ftray'd ; and much of forrow fccn 
In human ways; and much of falfe and vain; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can raifs. 
O'er friends deceased full heartily flie wept| 
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Of love diyioe the wonders ihe dtfplay'd ; 
FrovM man immtH*tal; ibewM the fource ofjoyi 
The grand tribunal raisM ; affignM the bounds 
Of human grief: in few, to clofe the whole, 
The moral xnufe h^s ihadow'd out a fketch. 
Though not in form» nor with a Raphaef^ftrok^ 
Of mofl our weaknefs needs belieye^ or do. 
In this our land of trayel^and of hope, 
F or peace on earth, or profpcft of the ikies* 

What then remains? — Much! mucbi a mighty debt 
To be difcharg'd: thefe thoughts, O Night! are thipca 
From thee they came, like loTers fccret fighs. 
While others flept. So, Cynthia (poets feign) 
In fliadows veil'd, foft-fliding from her fphere. 
Her fhephcrd che^r'd ; of her enamour'd lefs. 
Than I of thee*— And art thou ftill unfung, 
3eneath whofe brow, and by whofe aid, I fing ? 
Immortal filence! — ^wherelhall I begin? 
Where end ? or how fteal mufic from the fpheres. 
To (both fheir gpddefs f 

Omajeftic Night! 
Nature's great anceftor! Day's elder born! 
And fated to furvive the tranfient fun ! 
By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe! 
A ftarry crown thy raven brow adorns. 
An azure zone thy waift ; ckuds, in heav'n^s loom 
Wrought through varieties of ihape and fliade. 
In ample folds of drapery divine, 
Thy flowing mantle form j'and, heav'n throoghouti 
yplumii^pufly pour thy ..pompous txaiot , 
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Thy gloomy grandears (nature's moft aaguft, 
Infpiringafped!) claim a grateful yerfe; 
Andj like a fable curtain ftarr'd with gold. 
Drawn o'er my labours paft, (hall clofe the fcene. 

And what, O man 1 fo worthy to be fung? 
What more prepares us for the fongs of hearen ? 
Creation of archangels is the theme! 
Whatj to be fung, fo needful ? what fo well 
Geleftialjoys prepares us to fuftain? 
The foul of man, his face defign'd to fee. 
Who gaye thefe wonders to be feen by man. 
Has here a previous fcene of objeds great. 
On which to dwell ; to ftretch to that e^anfe 
Of thought, to rife to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contrad that awe. 
And give her whole capacities that ftrength. 
Which beft may qualify for final joy. 
The more our fpirits arc inlarg'd on earth. 
The deeper draught {hall they receive of heav'n. 

Heaven's king! whofe face unveil'd confummates blil 
Redundant blifs! which fills that mighty void, 
The whole creation lives in human hearts! 
Thou, who didft touch the lip of Jcffe^s fon. 
Rapt in fweet contemplation of thefe fires. 
And fet his harp in concert with the fphcres ! 
While of thy works material the fuprerae 
I dare attempt, aflifl; my daring fong. 
Loofe me from earth's inclofure, from the fun's 
Contrafted circle fet my heart at large; 
Eliminate my fpirit, give it rapge 
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Through proyinces of thought yet unexplored } 
Teach me, by this ftupendous fcaffblding^ 
Creation's golden fteps, to climb to Th££. 
Teach me with art great nature to controul^ 
And fpread a luftre o'er the fhades of night* 
Feel I thy kind aflent ? and ihall the fiin 
Be feen at midnighti riling in my fong ? 
Lorenzo! come, and warm thee: thou, whofe hearty 
Whofe little hearty is moor'd within a nook 
Of this obfcure terreftrial, anchor weigh. 
Another ocean calls^ a noblef porti 
1 am thy pilot, I thy profp'rdus gale. 
Gainful thy voyage thro' yon azure main j 
Main, without tcmpcft, pirate, rock, or fhore; 
And whence thou may'ft import eternal wealth j 
And leave to beggar'd minds the pearl add gold« 
Thy travels doft thou boaft o*er foreign realms? 
Thou ftrangcr to the world 1 thy tour begin ; 
Thy tour thro' nature's univerfal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large^ 
On foaring fouls, that fail amOng the fpheres; 
And man how purblind, if unknown the whole I 
Who circles fpacious earth, then travels here. 
Shall own, he never was from home before ! 
Come, my ^ Prometheus, from thy pointed rock 
Of falfe ambition, if unchain'd, we'll mount ; 
We'll, innocently, fteal ccleftial fire, 
And kindle our devotion at the ftars ; 
A theft, that fhall not chain, but fet thee free* 

• Night the Eighth. 
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Above our atmofphere^s inteftliie vars^ 
Rain's fountain-head, the magazine of bail ; 
Above the northern nefts of feather'd ftiows^ 
The brew of thundersi and the flaming forge, 
That forms the crooked lightning i 'bote the care^ 
Where infant tempefts watt their growing wings^ 
And tune their tender voices to that roar. 
Which foon, perhaps, fhall fhake a gaihy world | 
Above mifconftru'd omens of the (ky, 
Far-traveird comets calculated blaze, 
Elance thy thought, and think of more than manf^ 
Thy foul, till now, contraded, wither'd, ffarunk> 
Blighted by blails of earth's unwholefome air^ 
Will blofTom here ; fpread all het faculties 
To thefe bright ardors 5 cv'ry pow'r unfold^ 
And rife into fublimities of thought. 
Stars teach, as well as fliine- At nature's birth. 
Thus, their coramiiEon ran — * Be kind to mafa/ 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller ! 
The ftars will light thee, the' the moon fhould faiL 
Where art thou, more benighted ! more aftray ! 
In ways immoral? the ftars call thee back ; 
And, if obcy'd their counfel, fet thee right. 

This profpeft vaft, what is it? — Weigh'd aright, 
'Tis nature's fyftem of divinity. 
And ev'ry ftudent of the night infpires. 
'Tis elder fcripture, writ by God's own hand: 
Scripture authentic! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo! with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought nofturnal !) lil point out to theef 
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Its various leiTods; fome that may farprife 
An un-adept in myfteries of flight; 
Little, perhaps, expected in her fchoo^, 
. Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ftar. 
Bulls, lions, fcorpiom, monftersi here we fetgn; 
OurfeWes more monftrous, not to fee what here 
Exiftsi indeed ; — a Icftare to mankind. 

What read we here ?— Th' exiftence of a God ! 
Yes; and of other beings, man abof^; 
Natives of ether! fons of higher climes! 
And, what may move Lorenzo's wonder more. 
Eternity is written in the ikies. 
And whofe eternity? — Lorenzo! thine; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone. 
Virtue grows here; here fprings the fovYeign care 
Of almoft ev'ry vice } but chiefly thine } 
Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure defire. 

Lorenzo! thou can ft wake at midnight too» 
Tho' not on morals bent? ambition, pleafure! 
Thofc tyrants I for thee fo ^ lately fought. 
Afford their harrafsM flaVes but flender reft. 
Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon. 
And the fun's noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day ; 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime. 
Commencing one of our Antipodes ! 
In thy noAurnal rove, one moment halt, 
'Twixt ftage and ftage, of riot, and cabal : 
And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lift. 
If bold to meet the face of injur'd heav'n) 

* Night the Eighth. 



204 THE CONS OLA TIOlKi 

To yonder ftars: for other ends they {hine. 
Than to light reyellcrs from fhame to ihame^ 
And, tbusi be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of fpace^ 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete^ 
Which fet the living firmament on fire^ 
At the firft glance, in fuch an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, on man's aftonilhM fight, 
Riifhes Omnipotence? — To curb our pride j 
Our reafon roufe, and lead it to that power^ 
Whofc love lets down thefc filver chains of li^ht i 
To draw up man's ambition to himfelf, 
And bind our chafte affedions to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, leaft alive on earth, 
And welcomed on heav'n's coaft with moft applaufej 
An humble, pure, and heav'nly minded heart. 
Are here infpirM: — and canft thou gaze too long? 

Nor ftands thy wrath deprivM of its reproof. 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir. 
The planets of each fyftem reprefent 
Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails; 
Sweet interchange of rays, received, returned ; 
Enlight'ning, and enlightcnM ! all, at once, 
Attrafiing, andattrafted! patriot-like. 
None fins againft the welfare of the whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unfelfifli aid, 
AiFords an emblem of millennial love. 
Nothing in nature, much lefs confcious bein^^, 
Was e'er created folely for itfelf ; 
Thus man his fov*reign duty learns in this 
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Material pi6hire of benevolence. 

And know, d^II our fupercilious race^ 
Thou mod inflammable! thou wafp of men! 
Man's angry heart, infpe^ted, would be found 
As rightly fct, as are the ftarry fphercs ; 
*Tis Nature's ftmfturc, broke by ftubborn will, 
Breeds all that un^eleftial difcord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 
Ganft thou defcend from converfe with the Ikied, 
And fcize thy brother's throat?-— for what,— a clod," 
An inch of earth ? The planets cry, * Forbear/ 
They chafe our double darknefs; nature's gloom. 
And (kinder ftill!) our intelleAual night. 

And fee, day's amiable iifter fends 
Her invitation, in the fofteft rays 
Of mitigated luftre ; courts thy fight. 
Which fuffers from her tyrant-brothcr*s bh^e. 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the ikies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye; 
With gain, and joy, flie bribes thee to be wife. 
Night opes the nobleft fcenes, and fheds an awe, 
Which gives thofe venerable fcenes full weight. 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart ; 
While light peeps thro' the darknefs, like a fpy 5 
And darknefs (hews its grandeur by the light. 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy. 
If human hearts at glorious objefts glow, 
, And admiration can infpire delight. 

What fpeak I more, than I, this moment, feel ? 
With pleafing ftupor firft the foul is (truck 
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(Stupor ordainM to make her truly wife!) 

Then into traafport ftarting from bei^ trance^ 

With lovCj aod admiration, how ihe glows I 

This gorgeous apparatus! this difplay ! 

This oftintation of creative power! 

This theatre! — ^what eye can take it in ? 

By what divine inchamment was it raised. 

For minds of the firft magnitude to launch 

In endlefs fpeculation, and adore? 

One fun by day, by night ten thoufand ihine ; 

And light us deep into the Deitt ; 

How boundlefs in magnificence and might! 

O what a confluence of ethereal fir€s> 

From urns un-numbcr'd, down the fteep of heav'n. 

Streams to a point, and centres in my figbt ! 

Nor tarries there; I feel it at my heart. 

My heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 

Lays it in duft, and calls it to the ikies. 

Who fees it unexalted ? or unaw'd? 

Who fees it, and can flop at what is feen? 

Material offspring of Omnipotence! 

Inanimate, all-animating birth ! 

Work worthy him who made it ! worthy praife! 

All praife! praife more than human ! nor denyM 

Thy praife divine! — Bui tho' man, drown'd in fleep, 

With-holds his homage, not alone 1 wake; 

Bright legions fwarm unfeen, and fing, unheard 

By mortal ear, the glorious Architeft, 

In this his univerfal temple, hung 

With luftres, with innumerable lights. 
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That ihed religioa on the foul ; at once. 
The temple, and the preacher ! O how loud 
It calls devotion! genuine growth of night! 

Devotion! daughter of aftronomy! 
An undevout aftronomer is mad. 
True; all things fpeak a Got) ; but in the fmalf. 
Men trace out him ; in great, he feizes man ; 
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills 
With new inquiries, 'mid affocjates new. 
Tell me, ye ftars! ye planets ! tell me, all 
Ye ftarr'd, and planeted, inhabitants! what is it? 
What are thefe fons of wonder? Say, proud arch! 
(Within whofe azure palaces they dwell) 
Built with divine ambition! in difdain 
Of limit built! built in the tafte of heaven! 
Vaft concave! ample dome! waft thoudefignM 
A meet apartment for the Deity ? — 
Not fo ; that thought alone thy ftate impairs. 
Thy lofty finks, and ftiallows thy profound. 
And ftreightens thy difFufive ; dwarfs the whole. 
And makes an univerfe an orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on man. 
Thy right regained, thy grandeur is rcftor'd, 
O Nature! wide flies off th' expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd. 
The fraittcn air is hollow'd by the blow ; 
The vaft difplofion diflipates the clouds; 
Shock'd ether's billows dafli the diftant ikies; 
•Thus (but far more) th' expanding round flies off. 
And leaves a mighty void, a fpacious womb, 
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Might teem with new creation ; re*mflamM 
Thy luminaries triumph^ and afltime 
Divinity thcmfelvcs. Nor was it ftrangc. 
Matter high-wrought to fiich furpriling pomp^ 
Such godlike glory, ftole the ftyle of gods. 
From ages dark, obtufe, and fteep'd in fenfe; 
For, fure, to fenfe, they truly arc divine^ 
And half-abfolv'd idolatry from guilt; 
Nay, turn*d it into virtue. Such it was 
In thofe, who put forth all they had of man 
Unloft, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher; 
But, weak of wing, on planets perch'd ; and thought 
What was their higheft, muft be their ador'd. 

But they how weak, who could no higher mount? 
And are there, then, Lorenzo! thofe, to whom 
Unfeen, and unexiftent, are the fame ? 
And if incomprehenfible isjoin'd. 
Who dare pronounce it madnefs, to believe ? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown afide 
All meafure in his work; ftretch'd out his line 
So far, and fpread amazement o'er the whole ? 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes,) 
Deep in the bofom of his univerfe, 
Dropt down that reas'ning mite, that infedl, man. 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the fcene ? — 
That man might ne'er prefume to plead amazement 
For difbelief of wonders in himfelf. 
Shall God be lefs miraculous, than what 
His hand has formed ? Shall myfteries defcend 
From unmyftcrious ? things more elevate. 
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Be more familiar? uncreated lye 
More obyious than created, to the grafp 
Of human thought ? The more of wonderful 
Is heard in hinof, the more we Ihould aflent. 
G)uld we conceive him, God he could not be : 
Or he npt God,' or we could not be men. 
A God . alone can comprehend a God ; 
Man's diftance how immenfe! On fuch a theme. 
Know this, Lorenzo! (fecm it ne'er fo ftrange) 
Nothing can fatisfy, but what confounds ; 
Nothing, but what aftoni(hes, is true. 
The fcene thou feed, attefts the truth I fing. 
And ev'ry ftar iheds light upon thy creed. 
Thefe ilars, this furniture, this colt of heav'n. 
If but reported, thou hadft ne'er bcliev'd ; 
But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true* 
The grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath. 
In reafon's court, to filence unbelief. 

How my mind, op'ning at this fcene, imbibes 
The moral emanations of the fkies, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lefs admires! 
Has the great Sov'reign fent ten thoufand worlds 
To tell us, he reiides above them all, 
In glory's unapproachable recefs ? 
And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The fumptiious, the magnific embafly 
A moment's audience ? turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For man's emolument; fole caufe that ftoops 
Their grandeur to man's eye ? Lorenzo! roufe ; 
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Let thought, awaken'd, take the light'nmg's wing^ 

And glance from eaft to weft, from pole to pole* 

Who fees, but is confounded, or conYincM? 

Renounces reafon, or a Go£> adores? 

Mankind was fent into the world to fee: 

Sight gives the fcience needful to their peace ; 

That obyious fcience afks finall learning's aid* 

Would ft thou on metaphyiic pinions foar? 

Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns ? 

Or travel hiftory's enormous round ? 

Nature no fuch hard task enjoins : fhe gave 

A make to man direftive of his thought; 

A make fet upright, pointing to the ftars> 

As who fliould fay, * read thy chief leffon there** 

Too late to read this manufcript of heaven, 

When, like a parchment-fcroll, (hrunk up by fiamesj 

It folds Lorenzo's leffon from his fight. 

Leffon how various! not the God alone, 
I fee his minifters; 1 fee, diffused 
In radiant orders, effc^nces fublime. 
Of various offices, of various plume. 
In heav'nly liveries, diftinftly, dad. 
Azure, greeU: purple, pearl, or downy gold. 
Or all commixM ; they ftand, with wings outfprcad, 
Liftning to catch the mafter's leaft command. 
And fly thro' nature, ere the moment ends; 
Numbers innumerable! — well conceived 
By Pagan, and by Chriftian ! o'er each fphere 
PrefiJes an angel, to direft its courfe. 
And feed, or fan, its flames; or to difcharge 
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Other high trufts unknown. Fbr who can fee 
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mind. 
For which alone inanimate was made. 
More fparingly difpens'd ? that nobler fon, 
Far liker the great Sike! — 'tis thus the ikies 
Inform us of fuperiors numberlefs. 
As much, in excellence, above mankind, 
As above earth, in magnitude, the fpheres. 
Thcfe, as a cloud of witn^ffes, hang o*er us ; 
In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds; 
Perhaps, a thoufand demi-gods defcend 
On ev'ry beam we fee, to walk with men. 
Awful reflcaion ! ftrong reftraint from ill 1 

Yet, here, our virtue finds ftill ftronger aid 
From thefe ethereal glories fenfe furveys. 
Something, like magic, ftrikcs from this blue vault; 
With juft attention is it vicw'd? we feel 
A fudden fuccour, un-implor'd, unthought; 
Nature herfelf does half the work of man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forefls, deferts, rocks, 
The promontory's height, the depth profound 
Of fubterrancan, excavated grots, 
Black-brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawning wide 
From nature's ftrufture, or the fcoop of time; 
If ample of dimenfion, vaft of fize, 
Ev'n thefe an aggrandizing impulfe give; 
Of folemn thought enthufiaftic heights 
Ev'n thefe infufc. — But what of vaft in thefe ? 
Nothing ; — or we muft own the fkies forgot. 
Much lefs in art.— Vain art! thou pigmy power ! 

U4 
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How doft thou fwell, and ftrut, vruh human pridci 
To (hew thy littlenefs ! What childifh toys^ 
Thy watry colamns fquirted to the clouds I 
Thy bafon*d riycn, and imprifon'd feas! 
Thy mountains moulded into forms a( men f 
Thy hundred-gated capitals I or thofe 
Where three days travel left us much to ride i 
Gazing on miracles by mortals wrougbts 
Arches triqmphal, theatres immenfCi 
Or nodding gardens pendent in mid'-airl 
Or temples proud to meet their gods half-^way ! 
Tet thefe affcft us in no common kind. 
What then the force of fuch fuperior fcenes ? 
Enter a temple, it will ftrike an awe: 
What awe from this the Deity has built? 
A good man feen, tho' iilent, counfel gives : 
The touchM fpeftator wilhcs to be wife : 
In a bright mirror his own hands have made^ 
Here we fee fomething like the face of Gpd. 
Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo! 
To man aban^on'd, * haft thou feen the (kiesf* 

And yet, fo thwarted nature's kind defign 
By daring man, he makes her facred awe 
(That guard from ill) his (helter, his temptatiox\ 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celeftial arts intent. The trembling ftars 
See crimes gigantic, ftalking through the gloom 
With front ereft, that hide their head by day. 
And making night ftill darker by their deeds., 
Slumb*ying in covert, till the iha^dqs defcendjj 
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Rapine and murder, linkM, now prowl for prey. 

The mifer earths his treafure ; and the thief^ 

"Watching the mole, half-beggars hun ere mom. 

Now plots, and foul amfpirades, awake ; 

And, muffling up their horrors from the moon, 

Havock and dcTaftation they prepare, 

And kingdoms tott'ring in the field of blood. 

Now fons of riot in mid-'revel rage. 

"What fliall I do?— Supprcfs it? or proclaim? 

V7hy fleeps the thunder ? now, Lorenzo ! now^ 

His bed friend's couch the rank adulterer 

Afcends fecure ; and laughs at gods and men. 

Prepoft'rous madmen, void of fear or fhame, 

X.ay their crimes bare to thefe chafte eyes of Heaven ; 

Yet (brink, and ihudder, at a mortal's fight. 

Were moon, and ftars, for villains only made ? 

To guide, yet fcreen them, with tenebrious light? 

No; they were made to fa(hion the fublime 

Of human hearts, and wifer make the wife. 

Thofe ends were anfwer'd once ; when mortals liv'd 
Of ftronger wing, of aquiline afcent « 
In theory fublime. O how unlike 
Thofe vermin of the night, this moment fung. 
Who crawl on earth, and on her venom feed ! 
Thofe ancient fages, human ftars! they met 
Their brothers of the fkies, at midnight hour; 
Their counfel aikM ; and, what they ask'd, obeyed. 
The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank 
The poifon'd bgwl, and he of Tufculum, 
With him of Cordub^ (immortal names!) 
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Id thefe uDboundcd^ and Elyfian, walks. 
An area fit for gods, and godlike men. 
They took their nightly round, thro' radiant paths 
By feraphs trod; inftruAed, chiefly, thus. 
To tread in their bright footfteps here below; 
To walk in worth (till brighter than the skies. 
There, they contrafted their contempt of earth ; 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire ; 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 
(Great vifitants!) more intimate with God, 
More worth to men, more joyous to themfelyes« 
Thro' various virtues, they, with ardor, ran 
The 2x)diac of their leam'd, illuftrious lives. 

In Chriltian hearts, O for a Pagan zeall 
A needful, but opprobrious pray'r! as much 
Our ardor lefs, as greater is our light. 
How monftrous this in morals! Scarce more ftrangc 
Would this phaenomenon in nature ftrike, 
A fun, that froze us, or a ftar, that warm'd. 

What taught thefe heroes of the moral world? 
To thefe thou giv'ft thy praife, give credit too. 
Thefe doftors ne*er were penfion'd to deceive thee ; 
And Pagan tutors are thy tafte. — They taught. 
That, narrow views betray to raifery : 
That, wife it is to comprehend the whole : 
That, virtue rofe from nature, poaderM well. 
The fingle bafe of virtue built to heav'n : 
That, God, and nature, our attention claim: 
That, nature is the glafs reflefting God, 
As, by the fea, rcflefted is the fun. 
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Too ^orious to be gazM on in his fphere : 
That, mind immoctal loves inunortal aims : 
That, boundiefs mind affeAs a bonDdlefs fpace: 
That, vaft furvcys, and the fublime of things. 
The foul affimilate, and make her great : 
That, therefore, heav'n her glories, as a fund 
Of infpiration, thus fpreads out to man. 
Such are their dodrines; fuch the night infpir'd. 

And what more true ? what truth of greater weight? 
The foul of man was made to walk the skies ; 
Delightful outlet of her prifon here ! 
There, diiinaimber'd from her chains, the tics 
Of toys terreftrial, (he can rove at large ; 
There, freely can refpire, dilate, extend. 
In full proportion let loofe all her powers; 
And, undeluded, gr^afp at fomething great. 
Nor, as a ftranger, docs Ihe wander there ; 
But, wonderful herfelf, thro* wonder ftrays; 
Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own ; 
Dives deep in their ©economy divine. 
Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 
And, like a mafter, judges not amifs. 
Hence greatly pleas'd, and juftly proud, the foul 
Grows confcious of her birth celeftial ; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air ; 4 
And feels herfelf at home among the ftars ; 
And, feeling, emulates her country's praife. 

What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo? — 
A^s earth the body, fince, the Ikies fuflain 
The fgvil with food, that gives immortal life, 
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Call ity the noble pafture of the mind; * 

Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and exultSj 

And riots thro' the luxuries of thought. 

Call it, the garden of the Deity, 

Bloflbm'd With ftars, redundant in the growth 

Of fruit ambrofial ; moral fruit to man« 

Call it, the breaft-plate'of the true High-prieft, 

Ardent with gems oracular, that give. 

In points of higheft moment, right refponfe ; 

And ill negleded, if we prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true aftrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new, and noble fenfe. 
In which alone ftars govern human fates. 
O that the ftars (as fome have feign'd) let fall 
Bloodfhed, and havock, on embattled realms. 
And refcuM monarchs from fo black a guilt! 
Bourbon! this wifli Low gen'rous in a foe! 
Wouldft thou be great, wouldft thou become a god. 
And flick thy deathlefs name among the ftars^ 
For mighty conqucfts on a needle's point? 
Inftcad of forging chains for foreigners, 
Baftilethy tutor: grandeur all thy aim? 
As yet thou know'ft not what it is: how great. 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man. 
When iq it all the ftars, and planets, roll! 
And what it feems, it is: great objefts make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; 
Thofe ftill more godlike, as thefe more divine. 

And more divine than thefe, thou canft not fee. 
Dazzled, Q'erpow'r'd, with the dehcious draught 
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Of mifcellaneous fplendors, how I reel 

From thought to thought, inebriate, without end! 

An Eden^ this! a paradife unloftl 

I meet the Deity in c?*ry Tiew^ 

And tremble at my nakednefs before him I 

O that 1 could but reach the tree of life! 

For here it grows, unguarded from our tafte ; 

No flaming fword denies our entrance here ; 

Would man but gather, he might live for eyer« 

Lorenzo! much of moral haft thou feen« 
Of curious arts art thou more fond ^ Then mark 
The mathematic glories of the fl^ies. 
In number, weight, and meafure, all ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's boafted builders, chance, and fate. 
Are left to fini(h his aerial towers ; 
Wifdom, and choice, their well-known charaAers 
Here deep imprefs ; and claim it for their own. 
Tho' fplendid all, no fplendor ?oid of ufe ; 
XJfe rivals beauty: art contends with poVr ; 
tfo wanton wafte, amid effufe expence ; 
The great Oeconomift adjuftiug all 
To prudent pomp» magnificently wife. 
How rich the profpeft! and for ever new! 
And neweft to the man that views it moft ; 
For newer ftill in infinite fucceeds. 
Then, thefe aerial racers, O how fwift! 
How the fliaft loiters from the ftrongeft ftring ! 
Spirit alone can diftance the career. 
Orb above orb afcending without end! 
Circle in circle, without end, inclofs'd! 
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Wheel within wheel ; Ezekiell like to thine! 
Like thine, it feems a tifion, or a dream ; 
Tho' fecn, we labour to believe it true ! 
Whatinvolutioo! what extent! whatfwarros 
Of worlds, that langfa at earth! immenfely great! 
Iromenfely diftant from each other^s fpheres! 
What then, the wond'rous fpace thro' which they ro 
At once it quite inguiphs all human thought ; 
'Tis comprehenfion's abfoiute defeat. 

Nor think thou fecft a wild difordcr here ; 
Thro' this illuftrious chaos to the fight. 
Arrangement neat, and chafteft ord^r, reign. 
The path prefcrib'd, iuYioIably kept. 
Upbraids the lawlefs Tallies of mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never Interfere; 
What knots arc ty'd ! how foon are they diffolv^d. 
And fet the fceming marry*d planets free! 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
ConfufionuncoDfusM! nor Icfs admire 
This tumult uniumultuous; all on wing! 
In motion, all! yet what profound repofe! 
What fervid aftion, yet no noife! as aw'd 
To filence, by the prefence of their Lord ; 
Or hufli'd, by his command, in love to man. 
And bid let fall foft beams on human reft, 
Reftlefs themfelves. On yon cerulean plain. 
In exultation to their God, and thine. 
They dance, they fing eternal jubilee. 
Eternal celebration of his praife. 
But, fince their fong arrives not at our ear, 
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Xheir dance pcrplcx'd exhibits to thcfight 
Fair hieroglyphic of his peerlefs power. 
Mark, bow the labyrimbian tarns they take^ 
The circles intricate, and myftic maze. 
Weave the grand cypher of Omnipotence ; 
To gods, how great! how legible to man! 

Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder ftill? 
Where are the pillars that fupport the ikies i 
What more than Atlantean (houlder props 
Th* incumbent load ? what magic, what ftrange art. 
In fluid air thefe ponderous orbs fuftains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains ? — 
And fo they are ; in the high will of Heav'n, 
Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air. 
Or air of adamant; makes all of nought. 
Or nought of all ; if fuch the dread decree. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The moft gigantic fons of earth, the broad 
And tow'ring Alps, all toft into the fea ; 
And, light as down, or volatile as air. 
Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves. 
In time, and meafore, exquifite; while all 
The winds, in emulation of the fpheres. 
Tune their fonorous inftruments aloft; 
The concert fwell, and animate thf ball. 
Would this appear amazing ? What, then, worlds. 
In a far thinner element fuftain'd. 
And afting the fame part, with greater Ikill, 
More rapid movement, and for nobleft ends ? 

More obvious ends to pafs,.are not thefe ftars 
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The feitt nuijeftic» prood tmperul throoet, 
Od which angelic delegates of heateot 
At cenaio periods, as the Sof'reiini nods* 
Difcharge high tnifts of feogeaoce, or of loTe i 
To cloaih, ID oatward grandeur, grand defigo. 
And ads moft folenm ftill more folemnizef 

Ye citizens of air I what ardent thanks. 
What full effufion of the grateful heart. 
Is due from man indulg'd in fuch a fight! 
A fight (o noble 1 and a (ighr To kind ! 
It drops new truths at et'rj new furrey I 
Feels not Lorenzo fomethmg ftir within, 
That fweeps away all period i As thefe fpheret 
Meafure duration, they no lefs infpire 
The godlike hope of ages without end* 
The boundlefs fpace, thro' which thefe rovers take 
Their reftlefs roam, fuggcfts the fifler-thoui^ht 
Of boundlefs time* Thus, by kind nature's skill, 
To man unlaboured, that im])ortant gucfl. 
Eternity, finds entrance at the fi(;ht: 
And an etcroicy, for man ordain*d, 
Or thefe his deflin'd midnif^ht rounfellors. 
The ftars, had never whifpcr'd it to man. 
Nature informs, but ne'er infults, her fons. 
Could (he then kindle the moft ardent wifh 
To difappoint it? — that is blafphcmy. 
Thus, of thy creed a fecond article, 
Momentous, as th' exifieoce of a God, 
Is found (as i conceive) where rarely foughr; 
And thou may'ft read thy foul immortal, here. 
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Here^theiij Lorenzo! oq tbefe glories dwell ; 
Kor want the gilt, illamiiiated, roof. 
That calls the wretched gay to dark delights. 
Afiemblees? — This is one divinely bright; 
Here, un-eadangetM in health, wealth, or fame^ 
Range thro' the faireft, and the Sultan fcorn. 
He, wife as thou, no crefcent holds fo fair. 
As that, which on his turbant awes a world ; 
And thinks the moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A mind fuperior to the charms of power. 
Thou muffled in ddufions of this life ! 
Can yonder moon turn ocean in his bed. 
From fide to fide, in conftant ebb, and flow, 
And purify from ftepch his wat'ry realms? 
: JLnd fails her moral influence ? wants flie power 
To turn Lorenzo's ftubbom tide of thought 
From ftagnating on earth's infe£i:ed fhore. 
And purge from nuifance his corrupted heart 2 
Fails her attra^ion when it draws to heav'n P 
Nay, and to what thou valu'ft more, earth's joy? 
Minds elevate, and panting for unfeen, 
And defecate from fenfe, alone obtain 
Full relifli of exiftcnce, un-deflower*d> 
The life of life, the zeft of worldly blifs. 
All elfe on earth amounts — to what ? to this : 
* Bad to be fuffer'd ; bleflings to be left.' 
Earth's richeft inventory boafts no more. 

Of higher fccnes be, then, the call obey'd. 

O let me gaze! — Of gazing there's no end. 

X 
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Oh let me diiflkl — ^Thought too is wlderM here j 

Id mid-way flight imaginatioD tires ; 

Tet fooD re-prunes her wing to foar anew^ 

Her point unable to forbear^ or gain ; 

So great the pleafure, fo profound the plan! 

A banquet, this, where men, and angels, meet^ 

Eat the fame manna, mingle earth, and hea?en. 

How diftant fome of thefe normal funs ! 

So diftant (fays the iage,) 'twere not abfurd 

To doubt, if beams, fet out at nature's birth. 

Are yet arriy'd at this fo fcHreign world; 

Tho' nothing half fo rapid as their flight* 

An eye of awe and wonder let me roll. 

And roll for ever : who can fatiate light 

In fuch a fcene ? in fuch an ocean wide 

Of deepaftonifliment? where depth, height, breadd 

Arc loft in their extremes; and where to count 

The thick-fown glories in this field of fire. 

Perhaps a feraph's computation fails. 

Now, go, ambition! boaft thy boundlefs might 

In conqueft o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles. 
To give his tott'ring faith a folid bafe. 
Why call for lefs than is already thine? 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
What is a miracle ? — *Tis a reproach, 
'Tis an implicit fatire, on mankind; 
And while it fatisfies, it cenfures too. 
To common fenfe, great Nature's courfe proclaims 
A Deity : When mankind falls afleep. 
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. A miracle is feat, as an alarm> • 

To wake the world, add prove him o'er again» 

By recent argutDent, but not more ftrong. 

Say, which imports njore plenittkie of power, 

Or nature's lajirs to fix, or to repeal f 

To make a fun, or ftop his mid*career ? 

To countermand his orders, and fend back 

The flaming courier to the frighted eaft, 

Warm'd, and aftonifli'd, at his cy'ning r^y i 

Or bid the moon, as with her journey tir'd. 

In Ajalon's foft, flow*ry vale repofc? 

Great things are thefe 5 ftill greater, to create. 

¥rom Adam's bowV look down thro* the whole train 

Of miracles ; — refiftlefs is their pow'r ? 

They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind, 

^Tban this, caird unmiraculous furvey, 

3f duly weighM, if rationally feen, 

3f feen with human eyes. The brute, indeed. 

Sees nought but fpangles here ; the fool, no more* • 

Say'ft thou, ' the courfe of nature governs all i[ 

The courfe of nature is the art of God. 

The miracles thou caH'ft for, this atteft; 

Tor fay, could nature nature's courfe controul? 

But, miracles apart, who fees him not, 
Nature's controuler, author, guide, and end ? 
"Who turns his eye on nature's midnight face, 
JSut muft inquire — ^ What, hand behind the fcene, 

* What arm almighty, put thefe wheeling globes 

* In motion, and wound up the vaft machine? 

« Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious orbs? 

X 2 
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* Who bowl'd them flaming thro' the dark profound^ . 

* Numerous as glitt'ring gems of morning-dew, 
^ Or fparks from populous cities in a blaze^ 

^ And fet the bofom of old night on fire ? 

* Peopled her defert, and made horror lipile ?' 
Or, if the military ftyle delights thee, 

(For ftars have fought their battles, leaguM with mxu) 
^ Who marihals this bright hoft ? enrolls their names? 
< Appoints their poft^ their marches, and returns, 
^ Pun^ual, at ftated periods ? who diibands 

* Thefe yet'ran troops, their final duty done, 

* If e'er difbanded ?' — He, whofc potent word. 
Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firft their pow'rs 
In night's inglorious empire, where they flept 
In beds of darknefs ; arm'd them with fierce flames^ 
Arrang'd, an^ difciplin'd, and cloath'd in gold ; 
And call'd them out of chaos to the field, 
Where now they war with vice and unbelief. 
O let us join this army ! joining thefe. 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour. 
When brighter flames fhall cut a darker night ; 
When thefe ftrong demonftrations of a God 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their fpheres. 
And one eternal curtain cover all! 

Struck at that thought, as new-awakM, I lift 
A more enlighten'd eye, and read the ftars 
To man ftill more propitious; and their aid 
(Tho' guiltlcfs of idolatry) implore ; 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleft name. 
O ye dividers of my time ! Ye bright 
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' Accomptants of my days, and months, and years. 
In your Vair kalendar diftinAIy mark'd ! 
Since that authentic, radiant regifter^ 
Tho' man infpeAs it not, ftands good againft him ; 
Since you, and years, roll on, tho' man (lands ftill ; 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to wifdom ; now beyond 
All fhadows of excufe for fooling on. 
Age fmooths our path to prudence; fweeps aiide 
The fnares, keen appetite, and paiSon, fpread 
To catch ftray fouls ; and woe to that grey head, 
Whofe folly would undo, what age has done! 
Aid, then, aid, all ye ftars! — Much rather, Thov, 
Great Autist ! Thou, whofe finger fet aright 
This exquifite machine, with all its wheels, 
Tho' intervolv'd, cxaft ; and pointing out 
life's rapid, and irrevocable flight. 
With fuch an index fair, as none can mifs. 
Who lifts an eye, nor fleeps till it is clos'd. 
Open mine eye, dread Deity ! to read 
The tacit doftrine of thy works ; to fee 
Things as they are, un-alter'd thro' the glafs 
Of worldly wifhes. Time, eternity ! 
('Tis thefe, mif-meafur'd, ruin all mankind) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them both 
In equal fcale, and learn their various weight. 
Let time appear a moment, as it is ; 
And let eternity's full orb, at once, 
Turn on my foul, and ftrike it into heav'n* 
When (hall I fee far more than charms mc pow ? 
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Gaze on creation's model in thy breaft 
Unveird, nor wonder at the tranfcript more? 
When, this vile, foreign, duft, which fmothcrs all 
That travel earth's deep vale, fliall 1 {hake oflF? 
When (ball my foul her incarnation quit. 
And, re-adopted to thy bleft embrace, 
Obuin her apotheofis in Thee? 

Doft think, Lorenzo! this is wand'ring wide ? 
No, *tis dircflly ftriking at the mark; 
To wake thy dead devotion * was my point ; 
And how I blefs night's confecrating fhades. 
Which to a temple turn an univerfe ; 
Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven. 
And antidote the peftilential earth! 
In ev'ry ftorm, that either frowns, or falls. 
What an afylum has the foul in pray'r! 
And what a fane is this, in which to pray! 
And what a God muft dwell in fuch a fane! 
O what a genius muft inform the fkies! 
And is Lorenzo's falamander-heart, 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid thefe facred fires ? 
O ye nofturnal fparks! ye glowing embers. 
On heav'n's broad hearth I who burn, or burn no more 
Who blaze, or die, as great Jehovah's breath 
Or blows you, or forbears; affift my fong; 
Pour your whole influence; exorcife his heart. 
So long pofll ft ; and bring him back to man. 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer ftill ? 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to coateft 
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Truths, wbicbi contefted, put thy parts to Ibatne. 

Nor fhame they more Lorenzo^s head, than heart; 

A faithlefs heart, how defpicably fmall! 

Too ftreight, aught great, or gen'rous, to receire ! 

Fiird with an atom ! fillM, and foui'd, with felf ! 

And felf-miftaken ! felf, that lads an hour ! 

Inftindb and paifions, of the nobler kind. 

Lie fuffocated there ; or they alone, 

Reafon apart, would wake high hope ; and open. 

To raviih'd thought, that intelledhial fphere. 

Where order, wifdom, goodnefs, providence. 

Their endiefs miracles of love difplay. 

And promife all the truly great deiire. 

The mind that would be happy, muit be great ; 

Great in its wiihes ; great in its furveys. 

Extended views a narrow mind extend ; 

Pufh out its corrugate, expaniive make. 

Which, ere long, more than planets fhall embrace* 

A man of compafs makes a man of worth ; 

Divine contemplate, and become divine. 

As man was made for glory, and for blifsi, 
All littlenefs is in approach to woe ; 
Open thy bofora, fet thy wifhes wide. 
And let in manhood ; let in happinefs ; 
Admit the boundlefs theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to God ; which makes a man. 
Take God from nature, nothing great is left; 
Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing fees ; 
Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound ; ereft thine eye ; 
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See thy diftrefs! how clofe art thou befieg'dl 
Befieg'd by nature^ the proud fceptic's foci 
Inclos'd by thefe innumerable worlds^ 
Sparkling conyi6bfon on the darkeft mind. 
As in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, fure captire of belief! 
From this thy bleft captivity, what an. 
What blafphemy to reafon, fets thee free I 
This fcene is Heav'n's indulgent violence: 
Canfl thou bear up againft this tide of glory ? 
What is earth bofcxn'd in thofe ambient orbs. 
But, faith in God imposed, and prefs'd on man ^ 
Dar*ft thou ftill litigate thy defp'rate caufe^ 
Spite of thefe num'rous, awful, witneffes. 
And doubt the depoiition of the ikies? 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin! 

Laborious? 'tis iraprafticable quite; 
To fink beyond a doubt, in this debate. 
With all his weight of wifdom, and of will. 
And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 
Some wifh they did ; but no man dilbelieves, 
God is a fpirit ; fpirit cannot ftrike 
Thefe grofs, material organs ; God by man 
As much is feen, as man a God can fee. 
In thefe aftonifliing exploits of power. 
What order, beauty, motion, diftance, fizeJ 
Concertion of dtfign, how exquifite! 
How complicate, in their divine police! 
Apt means! great ends! confent to general good J- 
Each attribute of thefe material gqds^ 
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So long (and that with fpecious pleas) ador'd, 
A fep'rate conqueft gafns o'er rebel thought ; 
And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 
Lorenzo! this may feem harangue to thee; 
Such all is apt to feem, that thwarts our will. 
And doft thou» then, demand a fimple proof 
Of this great mafter-rooral of the ikies, 
Unikill'd, or dif-inclin'd, to read it there? 
Since 'tis the baiis, and all drops without it. 
Take it, in one compad, unbroken chain. 
Such proof infifts on an attentive ear ; 
'Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts. 
And, for thy notice, ftruggle with the world. 
Retire; — the world ftiut out; — thy thoughts call home; — 
Imagination's airy wing reprcfs ; — 
Lock up thy fenfes ; — let no paflion ftir ; — 
Wake all to reafon;— let her reign alone; — 
Then, in thy fouFs deep filence, and the depth 
Of nature's (ilenCe, midnight, thus inquire. 
As I have done ; and fhall inquire no more. 
In nature's channel, thus the queftions run. 

< What am I ? and from whence ?— I nothing know, 
But that I am; and, iince 1 am> conclude 
Something eternal : had there e'er been nought. 
Nought ftill had been: eternal there muft be. — 
But what eternal? — Why not human race? 
And Adam's anceftors without an end ? — 
That's hard to be conceived ; fince cv'ry link 
Of that long-chain'd fucccfQon is fo frail ; 
< Can ev'ry part depend, and not the whole ? 
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I'm ftill q»iw <i«'«ltof <iBr^fe><ft(fc fiitKe^ r-.i ■>:,> v 
WhencecirditiitddMtfetrit^iJhtf' > tuntlukd-^ 

WoaUiimitibiif <Nbeii^^^ dofign i ,/ 

bfeenmaHMiaraioiWM^lliiA^ >: ' 

Defign impHcaanitf li0WBb trtiiMiii^ f:t h: ^i;: > i ^ 
That can't \Kfs4mi3i(mbhmmMimHi^ ^ 
Man fcarcc can oooq^Nibald^^ooiiU An hello v?v / > 
j&nd nothing,gceatct»:.|iai <ibirVi» timsmmu-^ .-^ 
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Who bid bratc mattae% wrfyfiihippfdIhiBip ^ r 
fiodi 3ttrioot fiOTB^^^td-gap^ it wiigi itc> jiy i- ^ 

Has matter innate mgocai ^ jhcBtachraiom^ ^ .t *V i 
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To dance^ would form an uniycrfe of daft: 
Has matter none ? Then whence thefe glorious forWi 
And boundlefs flights, from ihapelefs, and reposM? 
Has matter more than motion ? Has it thought^ 
Judgment, and genius ? Is it deeply learned , 
In mathematics ? Has it fram'd fuch laws^ 
Which, but to guefs, a Newton made iaunortal?-T* 
If fo, how each fage atom laughs at me^ 
Who think a clod inferior to a man ! 
If art, to form ; and couufel, to condufl ; 
And that with greater far, than human ikill ; 
Refidcs not in each block ; — a Godhead reigns. — 
Grant, then, invifible, eternal. Mind ; 
That grantedj all is folv'd« — But, granting tfaat^ 
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Draw I not o'er me a dill darker doud ? 

Grant I not that, which 1 can ne'er conceive? 

A being without origin », or end! — 

Hail, human liberty! there is no God — 

Yet, why? on either fcheme that knot fublUts; 

Subiift it mufty in God, or human race ; 

If in the laft, how many knots befide, 

Indiffoluble all? — ^why chufe it there. 

Where, chofen, fiill fubfifl ten tfaoufand more ? 

RejeA it, where, that chofen, all the reft 

Difpcrs'd, leave reafon's whole horizon clear? 

This is not reafon's diftate ; reafon fays, 

Clofe with the fide where one grain turns the fcale ; 

What vaft preponderance is here! Can reafon 

With louder voice enclaim — Believe a God? 

And reafon heard, is the fole mark of man. 

What things impoflible muft man think true. 

On any other fyftem ! and how ftrange 

To diibelieve, thro' mere credulity!* 
If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw. 
Let it for ever bind him to belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 
And, if a God there is, that Goo how great ! 
How great that poVr, whofe providential care 
Thro' thefe bright orbs dark centres darts a ray! 
Of nature univerfal threads the whole! ^' 
And hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
Tho' little, on the footftool of his throne ! 

That little gem, how large ! A weight let fall 
From a fixt ftar, in ages can it reach 
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This diftant earth ? Say, then, Lorcnzol where. 
Where, ends this mighty building? where, begin 
The fuburbs of creation ? where the wall 
Whofe battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-e^ilence ? Nothing's ftrange abode ! 
Say, at what point of fpace Jehovah dropped 
His flacken*d line, and laid his balance by ; 
Weigh'd worlds, and meafur'd infinite, no more ? 
Where, rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head ? and fays, to gods. 
In chara£lcrs illuftrious as the fan, 
^^ I (land, the plan's proud period ; I pronounce 
*« The work accomplifh'd ; the creation cWd : 
** Shout, all ye gods! nor (hout, ye gods alone; 
" Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, 
** That reft s, or rolls, ye heights, and depths, refound! 
" Refound! refound! ye depths, and heights, refound! 
Hard are thofe queftions? — anfwer harder ftill. 
Is this the fole exploit, the fingle birth. 
The folitary fon, of pow'r divine? 
Or has th' Almighty Father, with a breath, 
Impregnated the womb of diftant fpace? 
Has he not bid, in various provinces, 
Brother-creations the dark bowels burft 
Of night primaeval; barren, now, no more? 
And he, the central fun, tranfpiercingall 
Thofe giant-generations, which difport. 
And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray; 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abforb'd. 
In that abyfs of horror, whence they fprungj 
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While chaos triumphs, rcpoffcft of all 
Rival creation ravifliM from his throne? 
Chaos! of nature both the womb, and grare! 

Think'it thou, my fcheme, Lorenzo, fpreads too wide ? 
Is this extravagant ? — No ; this is juft ; 
Juft, in conjefture, tho* 'twere falfe in fafl. 
If 'tis an error, 'tis an error fprung 
From noble root, high thought of the Most High. 
But wherefore error ? who can prove it fuch ? 
He that can fet Omnipotence a bound* 
Can man conceive beyond what God can do ? 
Nothing, but quite impoilible, is hard. 
He fummons into being, with like eafe, 
A whole creation, and a fingle grain. 
Speaks he the word ? a thoufand worlds are bom ! — 
A thoufand worlds? There's fpace for millions more; 
And in what fpace can his ^xt^xjiat fail ? 
Condemn me not, cold critic ! but indulge 
The warm imagination : why condemn ? 
Why not indulge fuch thoughts, as fwell our hearts 
With fuller admiration of that pow*r. 
Who gives our hearts with fuch high thoughts to fwell? 
Why not indulge in his augmented praife? 
Darts not his glory a ftill brighter ray. 
The lefs is left to chaos, and the realms 
Of hideous night, where fancy ftrays aghaft; 
And, tho' raoft talkative^ makes no report? 
Still feems my thought enormous? think again ; — 
Experience 'felf Ihall aid thy lame belief. 
Glaffes (that revelation to the fight!) 
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Have they not led us in the deep difclofe 
Of fine-fpun nature, exquifitcly fmall, 
And, thoMcmonftrated, ftill ill-conceiy*d ? 
If 9 then, on the reyerfe, the mbd would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far. 
To keep the balance, and creation poife f 
DefeA alone can err on fuch a theme ; 
What is too great, if we the caufe furvcy ? 
Stupendous Architect! thou, thou art all! 
My foul flies up and down in thoughts of thee^ 
And finds herfelf but at the centre ftill! 
I AM, thy name! exiftence, all thine own! 
Creation's nothing ; flatter'd mudi, if ftyl'd 
' The thin, the fleering atmofphcre of God.* 

O for the voice— of what ? of whom ?- — ^what voice 
Can anfwer to my wants, in fnch afcent. 
As dares to deem one univerfe too fmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now fancy glows, 
FirM in the vortex of almighty power) 
Is not this home creation, in the map 
Ofuniverfal nature, as a fpeck. 
Like fair Britannia in our little ball; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its fize, 
But, elfewhere, far out-meafur*d, far out-flione ? 
In fancy (for the faft beyond us lies) 
Canft thou not figure it, an ifle, almoft 
Too fmall for notice, in the vaft of being; 
SeverM by mighty feas of unbuilt fpace. 
From other realms; from ample continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell j 
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Lcfs northern, Icfs remote from Deity, 
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme ; 
Where fouls in excellence make hade, put forth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen foon to gods ? 

Yet why drown fancy in fuch depths as thcfe ? 
Return, prefumptuous rorer! and confefs 
The bounds of man; nor blame them, as too fmalL 
Enjoy we not full fcope in what is fcen? 
Full ample the dominions of the fun ! 
Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide^ 
The matchlefs monarch, from his flaming throne, 
Laviih of luftre, throws his beams about him> 
Farther, and fafter, than a thought can fly. 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires! 
• This Heliopolis, by greater far. 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built ; 
And he alone, who built it, can deftroy. 
Beyond this city, why ftrays human thdtight ! 
One wonderful, enough for man to know! 
One infinite, enough for man to range ! 
6ne firmament, enough for man to read ! 
O what voluminous inftruftion here! 
What page of wifdom is dcny'd him? None; 
If learning his chief leflbn makes him wife. 
Nor is inflruftion, here, otu: only gain ; 
There dwells a noble pathos in the ikies. 
Which warms our paflions, profelytes our hearts. 
How eloquently fliines the glowing pole! 
With what authority it gives its charge. 
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Remonftrating great truths in ftyle fublime^ 
Tbo* filent, loud ! beard earth around ; aboTC 
The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell ; 
Hell has her wonder, tho* too proud to praife* 
Is earth, then, nu>re infernal? has (he thofe^ 
Who neither praife (Lorenzo!) nor admire? 

Lorenzo's admiration, pre-ingag'd. 
Ne'er aik'd the moon one queftion ; never held 
, Lead correfpondence with a fingle ftar ; 
Ne'er rear'd an altar to the queen of heaven 
Walking in brigbtnefs; or her train ador'd. 
Their fnblnnary rivals have long fince 
Engrofs'd his whole devotion ; ftars malign^ 
Which made their fond aftronomer run mad ; 
Darken his intelled, corrupt his heart ; 
Caufe him to facrifice his fame aod peace 
To momentary madnefs, call'd delight. 
Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs'd 
The lifted hand to Luna, or pour'd out 
The blood to Jove! — O Thou, to whom belongs 
All facrifice! O thou great Jove unfeign'd! 
Divine inflruftor! thy firft volume, this. 
For man's perufal ; all in capitals! 
In moon, and ftars, (heav'n's golden alphabet!) 
Emblaz'd to feize the fight ; who runs, may read ; 
Who reads, can underftand. *Tis unconfin'd 
To Chriftian land, or Jew'ry ; fairly writ. 
In language univerfal, to mankind: 
A language, lofty to the learnM ; yet plain 
To thofe that feed the flock, or guide the plough. 
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Or, from its hufk, ftrike out the bounding grain. 
A language, worthy the gireat Mind, that fpeaks! 
Preface, and comment^ to the facred page ! 
Which oft refers its reader to the /kies. 
As prc-fuppofing his firft Icffon there. 
And fcripture-felf a fragment, that Unread. 
Stupendous book of wifdom, to the wife! 
* Stupendous book! and opened, Night! by thee* 

By thee mUch opcn'd, Iconfcfs, O Night I 
Yet more I wifli ; but how (hall I prevail i 
Say, gentle Night! whofc modeft, maiden beams^ 
Give us a new creation, and prefent 
The world's great pifture foftenM to the fight j 
'Nay, kinder far^ far more indulgent ftill. 
Say, thou, whofe mild dominion's filver key 
tJnlocks our hemifphere, and fets to view 
Worlds beyond number; worlds conceai'd by day 
'Behind the proud, and envious ftar of noon! 
Canft thou not draw a deeper fcene? — and fliew 
The mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
Thefe rich regalia pompoufly difplay'd 
To kindle that high hope? Like him of U2, 
i gaze around 5 I fearch on ev'ry fide — 
O for a glimpfe of him my foul adores! 
As the chas'd hart, amid the defart waftej 
Pants for the living ftream; for him who made her. 
So pants the thirfly foul, amid the blank 
Of fublunary joys. Say, goddefs! where? 
Where, blazeshisbrightcourt? where bums his throne? 
Thou know'ft j for thou art near him ; by thee, round 

Y 
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His grand pavilion^ facred fame reports 

The fable curtain drawn. If not, can none 

Of thy fair daughter-train, fo fwift of wing, 

Who travel far, difcovcr where he dwells? 

A flar his dwelling pointed out below. 

Te Pleiades! Ar^lurus! Mazaroth! 

And thou, Orion! of ftill keener eye I 

Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 

And bring then! out of temped into port! 

On which hand muft l^bend my courfe to find him? 

Thefe courtiers keep the fecret of their King ; 

I wake whole nights, in vain, to ileal it from thera^ 

I wake ; and waking, climb night's radiant fcale^ 
From fphere to fphere ; the fteps by nature fet 
For man's afcentf at once to tempt and aid ; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'ring thought 5 
Till it arrives at the great goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation's rapid car, 
From earth, as from my barrier, 1 fet out. 
How fwift I mount! dimini{h*d earth recedes; 
I pafs the moon; and, from her farther fide. 
Pierce heavVs blue curtain, ftrike into remote; 
Where, with his lifted tube, the fubtil fage 
His artificial, airy journey takes, 
And to celeftial lengthens human fight. 
I paufe at every planet on my road. 
And afk for him who gives their orbs to roll. 
Their foreheads fair to fliine. From Saturn's ring, 
In which, of earths an army might be loft. 
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight. 



NIGHT THE NINTtf. 339 

Amid thofe fov'reigti gldries of the skies^ 

Of independent, native luftrc, protid ; -i^\ 

The fouls of fy items! and the lords of life. 

Thro* their Wide empires ! — What behold I now i 

A wildernefs of wonders burning round ; 

Where larger funs inhabit higher fpheres; 

Perhaps the Villas of dcfcending gods! 

Nor halt I here ; my toil is but begun ; 

*Tis butihe threfhold of the Deity; 

Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling ftill* 

Nor is it flrahge ; I built on a miftake ; 

The grandeur of his works, Whence folly fought 

I'or aid, to reafon fets his glory higher ; 

Who built thus high for worms (mere wotms to him j) 

O where, Lorenzo ! muft the builder dwell ? 

Paufe, then ; and, for a moment, here refpirc- — 
If human thought can keep its ftation here. 
Where am 1 ?-^where is earth ?— -Nay, where art thoujj 
O fun ?-^Is the fun turnM reclufe ?-^and arc 
His boafted expeditions ihort to mine ?— ^ 
To mine, how Ihort! on nature's Alps I ftand. 
And fee a thoufand firmaments beneath ! 
A thoufand fyftems! as a thoufaqd grains ! 
So much a ftranger, and fo late arriv'd. 
How can man's curious fpirit not inquire. 
What are the natives of this world fublime. 
Of this fo foreign, unterreftrial fphere, 
Where mortal, untranflated, never ftray'd ? 

* O ye, as diftant from my little home, 
« As fwifteft fun-beams in ail age can fly! 

Y 2 
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Far from my native element I roami 

In qncfl of new, and wonderful, to man. 

What province thit, of his immcnfe domain^ 

Wlkim alt obeyi? or mortals here, or godsP 

Ye bordVers on the coafts of blifs! what are you? 

A colony from heaven? or, only rais'd, 

By frcqurnt vifit from heav'n*s ncif;hbouring realnu 

To fccondary gods^ and half-divine ?— • 

Whatever your naturci this is pad difpute. 

Far other life you live, far other tongue 

You talk, far other tl&ougbt, perhaps, you thioky 

l^han man. How various are the works df God ! 

But fayi what thought ? is reafon here inthron'd. 

And abfolute ? or fenfe in arms againft her i 

Have you two lighu? or need you no revealM I 

Enjoy your happy realms their golden age? 

And had your Kden an abdemious Eve? 

Our Kvc's fair daufjhtcrii prove their pcdifjrcr, 

And ask their Adams — ** Who would not Ijc wife/*' 

Or, il your nioihrr frll, arc you rcdccmM ? 

And if rrdrcniM r> your Hcdccmcr koru*d? 

U this your final rcfidcncc? if not, 

Chanr;r you your (( rnc, iranflatcd? or by dcatli? 

And if by dcaili; what death? — know you difcafc? 

Or horrid warr^-wiih war, tluH fatal hour, 

Kuropa jjroans (fo rail wc a luiall field, 

Where kirif^n run nii«l.) In our world, death depute; 

Iiitcinpcranre to do ilie work ol a;;c! 

And, lian;Mn;; up the (juivcr nature {javc hiui. 

As flow ol c.'cccuiiun, (or difpatch 



NIGHT THE NINTH. 341 

Sends forth imperial butchers ; bids them flay 
Their fheep (the filly iheep tliey fteecM. before,) 
And tofs him twice ten thoufand at a meal* 
Sit all your executioners on thrones? 
With you, can rage for plunder make a god ? 
And bloodflied waih out ev'ry other (lain ? — 
But you, perhaps, can't bleed : from matter grofs 
Your fpirits clean, are delicately clad 
In fine-fpun ether, priviledg*d to foar. 
Unloaded, uninfeded ; how unlike 
The lot of man ! How few of human race 
By their own mud unmurder'd ! how we wage 
Self-war eternal ! — Is your painful day 
Of hardy cpnflift o'er ! or, are you ftill 
Raw candidates at fchool ? and have you thofe 
Who difaffcft reverfions, as with us ?— 
But what are we ? You never heard of man. 
Or earth ; the bedlam of the univerfe! 
Where rieafon (undifeasM with you) runs mad. 
And nurfes folly's children as her own; 
Fond of the fouleft. In the facred mount 
Of holinefs, where reafon is pronounced 
Infallible ; and thunders, like a god ; 
Ev'n there, by faints, the daemons are outdone; 
What thefe think wrong, our faints refine to right ; 
And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts ; 
Satan, inftrufted, o'er their moral fmiles* — 
But this, how ftrange to you, who know not man! 
Has the leaft rumour of our race arrived? 
Call-d here Elijah, in <iis flaming car? 

Y3 
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Paft by you the good Enoch, on his road 
To thofe fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurPd ; 
Who bruih'd^ perhaps, your fphere, in his defcenii 
Stain'd your purecryftal ether, or let fall 
A ihorc eclipfe from his portentous fhade? • 
O! that the fiend had lodgM on fome broad orb 
Athwart his way ; nor reach'd his prefent homey 
Then blacken'd earth with footfteps foul'd in hclli^ 
Nor wafli'd in ocean, as from Rome he paft 
To Britain's ifle; too, too, confpicuous there!* 
But this is all digreffion: where is he. 

That o'er hcav'n's battlements the felon hurl-d 

To groans, and chains, and darknefs? where is he^i 

Who fees creation's fumrait in a vale ? 

He, whom, while man is man, be can't but feek ; 

And if he finds, commenccs-more than man? 

O for a telefcope his throne to reach! 

Tell me, ye learnM on earth ! or bleft above! 

Ye fearching, ye Newtonian angels! tell. 

Where, year great Mafter's orb? his planets, where? 

Thofe confcious fatellites, thofe morning-ftars, 

Firft-born of Deity! from central love, 

By veneration moft profound, thrown off; 

By fweet attraftion, no lefs flrongly drawn; 

Aw'd, and yet raptur'd ; rapturM, yet ferene; 

Part thought, illuftrious, but with borrowM beams; 

In ftill approaching circles, ftill remote, 

Revolving round the fun's eternal Sire? 

Or fent, in lines direft, on embaffies 

To nations — in what latitude ?*-beyqnd 
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Terrcftrial thought's horizon ! — and on what 
High errands fcnt ? — Here human effort ends ; 
And leaves.me ftiil a flranger to his throne. 

Full well it might ! I quite miftook my road ; 
Born in an age more curious than devout ; 
More fond to fix the place of heav'n, or hell, ^ 
Than iludious this to (hun^ or that fecure. 
^Tis not the curious, but the pious path. 
That leads mc to ray point: Lorenzo! know, 
Without or ftar, or angel, for their guide. 
Who worftiip God, ihall find him. Humble love. 
And not proud reafon, keeps the door of heav'n ; 
Jiove finds admifiion, where proud fcience fails. 
Man's fcience is the culture of his heart; 
And not to lofe his plummet in the depths 
Of nature, or the more profound of God. 
Either to know, is an attempt that fets 
The wifeft on a level with the fool. 
To fathom nature (ill-attempted here!) 
Pad doubt is deejf philofophy above ; 
Higher degrees in blifs archangels take. 
As deeper learn'd ; the deepcft, learning ftill. 
For, what a thunder of omnipotence 
(So might I dare to fpeak !) is feen in all ! 
in man! in earth ! in more amazing ikies ! 
Teaching this leffon, pride is loth to learn — 
* Not deeply to difcern, not much to know, 
^ Mankind was born to wonder, and adore/ 

And is there caufe for higher wonder ftill. 
Than that which ftruck us from our pad furveys? 

r 4 
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Tet;andfbr4fiC|pefjukMraciott.iDQb .• 
From mykte airy;^Ba.fd nfirnfini*d> ' . : . 
Hate 1 leara'd4iothmg^t-t¥et» isMtsi^ thtt| 
Eachof (ll^ ftanisaveligioiishoDfe; .. 
lfawtbdratonfndke,thewaBGnferi^ : 
And heard Hofannas'riag'thro'^ev'ivfrTpbesejf:' 
A fiBminary fra^jlK with iiitave: god*. 
Nature all o*er is cQQ(mami gnoandt 
Teeming with giowtltt imndEtali and diTiae* 
The great Pn>prietor'«att«ix»iBtaoii$ faaAd 
Learc^notbiagwafte; hot firroiiMfe fiery fielda 
With feeds of i>caibD/ which fGji^id^^ rife 
Beiieath.]w genWl ray ; and, if «icap*d. 
The .peftilentiali>hfts of ftubbom wiU» 
When grown matprjbi ace gadidN for the Ikies*- 
And is devotion thoaght too mnch on earth; * 
When beings, fo fuperior, homage boaft, 
And triumph in proftrations to the throne ? 

But wherefore more of planets, or of ftars ? 
Etherlal journeys, and, difcoverM thftrCj 
Ten thoufand worlds, ten thoufand ways dcvout^j 
All nature fending incenfe to the throne. 
Except the bold Lorenzo's of our fphere? 
Op'ning the folemn fources of my foul. 
Since I have pour'd, like feign^ Eridanus, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming skies^ 
Nor fee, of fancy, or of faft, what more 
Invites the mufe — here turn we, and review 
Our pad nofturnal landfcape wide: — then fay, 
§ay, th^n^ Lorenzp ! with what burft of hearty 
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The whole, at once, revolTing in his thought, 
. fdutt. man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft? 

^ O what a root! O what a branch is here! 

^ O what a father! what a family! 
Worlds! fyflems! and creations !—^and creations. 
In one agglomerated clufter, hung, 
* Great Vine, on thee, on thee the clufter hangs | 
The filial clufter ! infinitely fpread 
In glowing globes, with various beings fraught: 
And drinks (nedlareous draught!) immortal life^ 
Or, Ihall I fay (for who can fay enough ?) 
A conftellation of ten thoufand gems, 
(And, O! of what dimenfion! of what weight!) 
Set in one fignet, flames on the right hand 
Of Majefty divine! the blazing feal. 
That deeply ftamps, on all created mind. 
Indelible^ his fov'reigh attributes. 
Omnipotence, and love! that, palling bound: 
And this, furpafling that. Nor ftop we here. 
For want of pow'r in God, but thought in man, 
Even this acknowledged, leaves us ftill in debt} 
If greater aught, that greater all is thine. 
Dread Sire! — accept this miniature of thee; 
And pardon an attempt from mortal thought, 

. In which archangels might have fail'd, unblam'd/ 
How fuch ideas of th^ Almighty's pow'r, 

And fuch ide^s of th* Almighty's plan, 

(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the thought 

Of feeble mortals ! nor of them alone ! 

\ c 
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The fulnefs of the Deity breaks forth 

In inconcei?ables to meoi and gods. 

Think, then, O think ; nor c?er drop the thought ; 

How low muft man defcend^ when gods adore ! — 

Have I^ot) then, accompliih'd my proud boafl! 

Did I not tell thee, * ^ We would mount, Lorenzo! 

< And kindle our devotion at the ftars i' 

And have I failM ? and did I flatter thee ? 
And art all adamant? and dofl: confute 
All urg'd, with one irrefragable fmile? 
Lorenzo! mirth how miferable here ! 
Swear by the ftars, by him who made them, fwear. 
Thy heart, henceforth, (hall be as pure as they : 
Then thou, like them, (halt ihine ; like them, {halt riO 
From low to lofty ; from obfcure to bright ; 
.By due gradation, nature's facred law* 
The ftars, from whence ? — Aflc CKaos — he can tell. 
Thefe bright temptations to idolatry, 
From darknefs, and confufion, took their birth ; 
Sons of deformity! from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, lirft they rofe to maffes rude; 
And then, to fpheres opaque; then dimly flione; 
Then brighten'd ; then blaz'd out in perfeft day. 
Nature delights in progrefs ; in advance 
From worfe to better: but, when minds afcend, 
Progrefs, in part, depends upon themfelves. 
Heav'n aids exertion ; greater makes the great; 
The voluntary little leffcns more. 
O be a man! and thou flialt be a god! 

* Pagc3oz. 
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^nd half felf-made!— rambition how divine ! 
O thou, ambitious of difgrace alone ! 
; Btill undcvout ? unkindled ? — tho* bigh-taught, 
fichoolM by the ikies ; and pppil of the ftars; 
Hank coward to the faflxionable world ! 
^rt thou aiham'd to bend thy knee to heav'n ? 
Curft fume of pride, exhal'd from decpeft hell! 
Pride in religion is man's higheft praifc. 
Bent on deftru6lion! and in love with death ! 
Kot all thefe luminaries, quenched at once. 
Were half fo fad, as one benighted mind, 
- Which gropes for happinefs, and meets defpair^ 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
lit Amid her glimm'ring tapers, filent fits! 
I How forrowful, how defolate, (he weeps 
' Perpetual dews, and faddens nature's fcene! 
A fcene more fad fin makes the darkened foul. 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive. 

Tho' blind of heart, ftill open in thipe eye: * 
Why fuch magnificence in all thou feeft ? 
Of mattcr^s grandeur, know, one end is this. 
To tell the rational, who gazes on it — 
f Tht)' that immenfcly great, ftill greater he, 

• Whofe breaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 

• Unburdened, nature's univerfal fcherae: 

• Can grafp creation with a fingle thought; 

f Creation grafp ; and not exclude its Sire.* — 
To tell him farther — * It behoves him much 
« To guard th' important, yet depending, fate 

• Of being, brighter than a tboufand funs : 
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♦ One fingic ray of thought outfhines them all/ 
And if man hears obedient^ foon he'll foar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing, 
His purple wing bedropt with eyes of gold. 
Riling, where thought is now denyM to rife. 
Look down triumphant on thefe dazling fpheres. 

Why then perfift ? — No mortal ever liv'd 
But, dying hepronouncM (when words are true!) 
The whole that charms thee, abfolutely vain ; 
Vain, and far worfc! — think thou, with dying men j 
O condefcend to think as angels think! 
O tolerate a chance for happinefs! 
Our nature fuch, ill choice enfures ill fate ; 
And hell had been, tho* there had been no God. 
Doft thou not know, my new aftronomer! 
Earth, turning from the fun, brings night to man ? 
Man, turning from his God, brings endlefs night; 
"Where thou canft read no morals, find no friend. 
Amend no manners, and expeft no peace. 
How deep the darknefs! and the groan, how loud! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames? 
Such is Lorenzo's purchafe! fuch his praife! 
The proud, the politic, Lorenzo's praife ! 
Tho' in his ear, and leveird at his heart, 
Tve half read o'er the volume of the /kies. 

For think not thou haft heard all this from me ; 
My fong but echoes what great nature fpeaks. 
What has fhe fpoken ? Thus the goddefs fpoke. 
Thus fpeaks for ever: — * Place, at nature's head, 
^ A fov'reign, which o'er all things rolls hi§ eye, 
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^ Extends bis wing, promulgates his commands^ 
« But, above all, diffufes endlefs good ; 

* To whom, for fure redrcfs, tfle wrong'd may fly j 

* The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, for peace ; 
. * By whom, the various tenants of tl^efe fpheres, 

* Diverfify'd in fortunes, place, and powers, 
/ * RaisM in enjoyment, as in worth they rife, 
J • Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach) 

* At that bleft fountain-head, from which they ftreaoi J 

* Where conflift paft redoubles preferit joy ; 

* And prefent joy looks forward on increafe; 

* And that, on more; no period! evVy ftep 

* A double boon ! a promife, and a blifs-' 

. How eafy fits this fcheme on human hearts! 
- It fuits their make; itfooths their vaft defiresj 

Paffion is pleasM ; and reafon aflcs no more; 

*Tis rational ! *tis great ! — But what is thine ? 

It darkens! ihocks! excruciates! and confounds! 

Leaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope. 

Sinking from bad to worfe ; few years, the fport 

Of fortune ; then, the morfel of defpair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo! (for thou knoweft it well) 

What's vice? — Mere want of compafs in our thdighttf 

Religion, what ? — The proof of common-fenfe ; 

How art thou whooted, where the leaft prevails! 

Is it my fault, if thefe truths call thee fool ? 

Arid thou (halt never be mifcall'd by me. 

Can neither Ihame, nor terror, ftand thy friend ? 

And art thou (till an infeft in the mire? 

How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown ; 
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Snaich'd thee from earth ; efcortcd thee thro' all 
Th* etherial armies; walkt thee, like a god. 
Thro* fplcndors of firft magnitude, arranged 
On either hand ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet } 
Clofe-cruis*d on the bright paradife of God ; 
And alraoft introduced thee to the throne ! 
And art thou ft ill caroufing for delight^ 
Rank poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere froth,^ 
And then fubfiding into final gall ? 
To beings of fublime, immortal make. 
How fhocking is all joy, whofe end is fure! 
Such joy more fliocking ftill, the more it charms ! 
And doft thou chufe what ehds ere well-begun ) 
And infamous, as ftiort ? and dbft thoil chufe 
(Thou, to whofe palate glory is fo fweet) 
To wade into perditicto, thro* contempt. 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 
For I have peep'd into thy cover'd heart. 
And feen it blufli beneath a boaftful browj 
For, by ftrong guilt's moft violent affault, 
Confcience is but difabled, not deftroy'd. 

O thou moft awful being ! and moft vain ; 
Thy will, how frail! how glorious is thy power! 
The* dread eternity has fown her feeds 
Of blifs, and woe, in thy defpotic breaft ; 
Tho' heaven, and hell, depend upon thy choice ; 
A butterfly comes crofs, and both are fled. 
Is this the pifture of a rational ? 
This horrid image, fliall it be moft juft ? 
Lorenzo! no: it cannot, — ftiall not, be, 
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If there is force in reafon ; or, in founds 

Chanted beneath the glimpfes of the moon^ 

A magic, at this planetary hour, - 

When flumber locks the general lip, and dreams 

Thro' fenfelefs mazes hunt fouls un-infpir'd. 

Attend — the facrcd myfteries begin — 

My folemn night-born adjuration hear; 

Hear, and I'll I'aife thy fpirit from the duft: 

While the ftars gaze on this inchantment new; 

Inchantment, not infernal, but divine! 
* By filcnce, death's peculiar attribute; 
By darknefs, guilt's inevitable doom ; % 
By darknefs, and by filence, fifters dread! 
That draw the curtain round Night's ebon throne^ 
And raife ideas, folemn as the fcene! 
By Night, and all of awful, Night prefents 
To thought, or fenfe (of awful much, to both. 
The goddefs brings !) By thefe Jier trembling fires. 
Like Vefta's, ever-burning j and, like hers. 
Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure! 
By thefe bright orators, that prove, and pr jife, 
And prefs thee to revere, the Deity ; 
Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd a-while^ 
To reach his throne ; as ftages of the foul. 
Thro' which, at difF'rent periods, (he (hall pafs. 
Refining gradual, for her finri height, 
And purging off fome drofs at ev'ry fphere! 
By this dark pall thrown o'er the filent world ! 
By the world's kings, arid kingdoms, moft renown'i>, 
From ftiort ambition's zenith fet for ever ; 
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* Sad prefage to vain boaftersj now in bloom ! 
« By the long lift of fwif t mortality, 

* From Adam downward to this evening kneU, 

* Which midnight waves in fancy's ftartled eye ; 

< And {hocks her with an hundred centuries, 

< Round death'sblack banner throng'd^in human thoogl 

* By thoufands, now, refigning their laft breath, 

* And calling thee— wert thou fo wife to hear ! 

* By tombs o'er tombs arifing; humail earth 

* Ejefted, to make room for — human earth; 

* The monarch's terror ! and the fexton's trade ! 
' By pompoi|s obfequiesj that fliun the day, 

« The torch funereal, and the nodding plume^ 
c Which makes poor man's humiliation proud ; 

* Boaft of our ruin! triumph of our duft! 

* By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones ; 

* And the pale lamp, that (hews the ghaftly dead, 
^ More ghaftly, thro* the thick incumbent gloom! 

* By vifits (if there are) from darker fcenes, 

* The gliding fpeftre ! and the groaning grove ! 

* By groans, and graves, and raiferies that groan 

* For the grave's ftielter! By defponding men, 

* Senfclefs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt ! 

* By guilt's laft audit! By yon moon in blood, 

* The rocking firmament, the falling ftars, 

* And thunder's laft diffharge, great nature's knell! 

* By fecond chaos; and eternal night* — 

Be wise — Nor let Philander blame my charm j 
But own not ill-difcharg'd my double debt. 
Love to the living j duty to the dead. 
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^6r know, I am but executor ; He left 
l^his moral legacy ; I make it o'er 
By bis command i Pbilander bear in me ; 
'Ajid Heav'ii in botb.-^If deaf to tbefe, oh! h^^ar 
Florello's tender voice; bis Weal depends 
On thy refolve; it trembles at thy choice; 
For his fake^ovc thyfelf : example ftrikes 
AH human hearts; a bad example more; '^ 
More ftill a father's; that enfures his ruiti* 
As parent of his bchig, wouldft thou proYe 
Th' unnatural parent of his miferies^ 
And make him curfe the being which thou gav*ft ? 
Is this the bleffing of fo fond a father ? 
If carelefs of Lorenzo! fpare, oh ! fpare> 
Florello's father j and Philander's friend 5 
Florello's father ruin'd, ruins him ; 

And from Philandcr's friend the world expcfts 

A condud, no diihonour td the dead. 

Let paf&on do, what nobler motive fhould ; 

Let love, ahd emulation, rife in aid 

To rfeafon ; and perfuade thee to be^-^blefti 
This feems not a requeft to be deny'd ; 

Yet (fuch th' infatuation of mankind !) 

'Tis the moft hopelefs, man can make to man. 

Shall I^ then, rife in argument, and warmth? 

And urge Philander's pofthumdus adVicc, 

From topics yet unbroach'd ?— 

But oh ! I faint ! my fpirits fail !— nor ftrange ! 

So long on wing, and in no middle clime ; 

To which my great Creator's glory call'ds 

Z 
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Aod calls — bQC» ncm, in Tsiik Sleep's dewy wand 
Has ftrok'd my droc^iog lidSf and pronuiet 
My loog arrear of reft } the downj god ' 
(Wont to return with onr retnnung peace) f^ 

Will pay, ere-longi and blefs me with repofe. 
Hafte|» hafte, fweet ftranger 1 from the peafam's coi^ 
The fliip-boy't hammock^ or the (bldier's ftisWy 
Whence Arrow net er chas'd thee { with theel)ringf 
Not hideous TjfioQ% as of latei but draughts 
Delicious of well-taft ed, cordial, reft ; 
Man's rich reftoratife ; his balmy bath. 
That fnpples, lubricates, and keeps in play. 
The various movements of this nice machine^ 
Which afks fuch frequent periods of repair* 
When tirM with fain rotations of the day. 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding dawn ; 
Freih we fpin on, 'till fKknefs clogs our wheels, 
Or dcatli quite breaks the fpringi and motion CDds^ 
When will it end with me ? 

— * rnou only know'ft, 

* Thou, whofc broad eye tlic future, and the part, 

* Joins to the prcfent ; making one of three 

' To mortal thou(^ht! '1 liou know'ft, and Thou alone, 

* All-hno'.ving! — all unknown! — anil yet well-known.' 

* Near, tho' remote! and, tho' unfathomM, felt! 

* And, tho* invifible, for ever feen! 

* And feen in all! the great, and the minute; 

* Each [;Iobe above, with its giij^ntic race, 

* Each flov;*r, each leaf, with its fmall people fwarmM, 

* ( riiofc puny vouchers for Omnipotence!) 
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* To the firft thought, that afks, * From whence ?' declare 
^ Their common fource. Thou fountain running o'er 

' In rivers of communicated joy ! 

^ Who gav'ft us fpeecfi for far, for humbler themes ! 

' Say, by what name ftiall I prefume to call 

* Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs funs, 

* As Mofes, in thebufli? llluftrious MindT 

* The whole creation, lefs, far lefs to thee, ' 

* Than that to the creation's ample round. 

* How fhall I name Thee? — How my labouring foul 

* Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth! 

* Great fyftem of perfeftions! mighty Gaufe 

* Of caufes mighty ! Caufe uncaus'd ! fole root 

* Of nature, that luxuriant growth of God ! 

* Firft father of cfFefts! that progeny 

* Of endlefs feries; where the golden chain's 
« Laft link admits a period, who can tell ? 

* Father of all that is or heard, or hears! 

* Father of all that is or feen, or fees! 

* Father of all that is, or fhall arife! 

* Father of this immeafurable mafs 

« Of matter multiform; or denfe, or rarej 
« Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at reft ; 

* Minute, or paffing bound I in each extreme 

* Of like amaze, and myftery, toman. 

* Father of thefe bright millions of the night ! 

* Of which the leaft full Godhead had proclaim'd, 

* And thrown the gazer on his knee — or, fay, 

* Is appellation higher ftlll, thy choice? 

* Father of matter's temporary lords ! 

Z 2 
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Father of fpirits ! nobler ofispring I fparks 

Of high paternal glory; rich endow'd 

With various meafures, and with yarious modes 

Of inftind, reafon, intuition; beams 

More pale, or bright from day divine^ to break 

The dark of matter organized (the ware 

Of all created fpirit ;) beams, that rife 

Each ove? other in fupcrior light. 

Till the laft ripens into luftre ftrong. 

Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 

(Far fonder than e'er bore that name on earth) 

Of intelleAual beings ! beings bleft 

With pow'rs to pleafe Thee ; not of paffive ply 

To laws they know not ; beings lodg'd in feats 

Of well-adapted joys ; in different domes 

Of this imperial palace for thy fons; 

Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd, 

Tho' boundlefs habitation, plannM by Thee ; 

Whofe feveral clans their feveral climates fuit j 

And tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy. 

Or, oh! indulge, immortal King! indulge 

A title, lefs auguft indeed, but more 

Endearing ; ah! how fweet in human ears ! 

Sweet in our ears, and triumph in our hearts I 

Father of Immortality to man ! 

A theme that ^ lately fet my foul on fire. — 

And thou the next! yet equal ! thou, by whom 

That bleifing was conveyed; far more! was bought; 

InefFable the price! by whom all worlds 

* Nights the Sixth and Seventh. 
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Were made ; and one, redeemed ! Illuftrious light 
From light illuftrious! Thou, whofc regal power, 
Finite in time, but infinite in fpace, 
Op more than adamantine bafis fix*d. 
O'er more, far more, than diadems, and thrones. 
Inviolably reigns; the dread of gods! 
And oh ! the friend of man ! beneath whofc foot, 
And by the mandate qf whofe awful no(J» 
All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates. 
Of high, of low, of n^ind, and matter, roll 
Thro* Aie fliort channels of expiring time. 
Or fhorelefs ocean of eternity. 
Calm, or teippeftaous (as the fpirit breathes,) 
In abfolute fubjeftion! — and, O Thou 
The glorious Third! diftinft, not feparatel 
Beaming from both ! with both incorporate ! 
And (ftrange to tell !) incorporate with duft ! 
By condefccnfioq, as thy glory, great, 
flnihria'd in man! of human hearts, if pure. 
Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 
Of heav'n with diftant earth ! by whom, I truft, 
(If not infpir'd) unccnfur'd this addrefs 
To Thee, to them — to whom? — Myfterious power! 
RevealM — yet unreveal'd ! darkncfs in light ; 
Number in unity! our joy! our dread ! 
The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin ! 
That animates all right, the triple fun ! 
Sup of the foul ! her never-fetting fun J 
Triune, unutterable, unconceiv'd, 
f Abfconding, yet demonftrable, great Qad I 

Z3 
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Greater than greateft ! beti#tfaaii 
Kinder than kindeft ! with foft pirjr's eye, : - 
Or (ftronger ftill to fpeak1t)^th thine own. 
From thy oright home, frotti tbit high firmament^ 
Where thou, firoin all eternity, haft dwelt { 
BeyoAd archangels unaffiftdl ken ; ' 
From far above what mortals higheft call { ^ 
From election's phiacle; took dbwti, 
Through-r-r^What? Confoandhig roterral ! tbro'aU, 
And moi^, than laboring fancy can toticei¥e$ 
Thro* radiani: ranfe of ctkattB tmkffcWftl^' ' 
Thf o* hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd 
Round TBrious banners of Omnipotence, 
With cndlefs change of i^aptprous dnties fit^] 
'Thro' wond'rous beings liieiTpc^ng fwanns. 
All cluft'ring at the call, td'dtjrell in thee ; 
Thro' this wide wafte of worlds ; this vifta vaft. 
All fanded o'er with funs; funs turn'd to night 
Before thy feebleft beam — look down — down — down 
On a poor breathing particle in duft, 
Or, lower, — an immortal in his crimes. 
His crimes forgive! forgive his virtues, too! 
Thofe fmaller faults, half converts to the right. 
Nor let me clofe thefe eyes, which never more 
May fee the fun (tho' night's defcending fcale 
Now weighs up morn,) unpity'd, and unbleft! 
In thy difpleafure dwells eternal pain; 
Pain, our averfion; pain, which ftrikes me nowj 
And, fince all pain is terrible to man, 
Tho- tranfiem, terrible j at thy good hopr. 
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Gently, ah gentJy, lay .«e in my bed, 
My clay-cold bed! by nature, now, fo near; 
By nature, near; ftill nearer by difeafe! 
Till then, be this, an emblem of ray grave: 
Let it out-preach the preacher ; ev'ry night 
Let it out-cry the boy at Philip's ear; 
That tongue of death! that herald of the tomb! 
And when (the (helter of thy wing implored) 
My fenfes, footh*d, fhall fink in foft repofe; 
O fink this truth ftill deeper in my foul, 
Suggefted by ray pillow, fign*d by fate, 
Firft, in fate's volume, at the page of man. — 
' Man's fickly foul, tho' turned and toft for ever, 
^ From fide to fide, can reft on nought but Thee: 
' Here, in full truft ; hereafter, in full joy ;'* 
On Thee, the promised, fure, eternal down 
Of fpirits, toil'd in travel thro* this vale* 
Nor of that pillow ftiall my foul defpond; 
For — Love almighty ! Love almighty! (fing. 
Exult, creation!) Love almighty, reigns! 
That death of death! that cordial of defpair! 
And loud eternity's triumphant fong! 
* Of whom, no more: — for, Othou Patron-God! 
Thou God, and mortal ! thence more God to man ! 
Man's theme eternal! man's eternal theme! 
Thou can'ft not *fcape uninjur'd from our praife# 
Uninjur'd from our praife can he efcape. 
Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 
The heav'n of heav'ns, to kifs the diftant earth! 
Breathes out in agonies a'finlefs foul! 

Z 4 
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Againft the cro&» death^sj^Nlfce^feebresiksK 
From famUhM roio phicks her hamaa pref E 
"Airows wide the gates cekftial tahis foesi < 
Their gratitode^ for fodi a bofoodkk debc» »• 
Deputes their foff'riog brmhertto receiTel 
Andy if deep humau guik in pqqiieat fails r 
As deeper goilt prohibits our dej^^l ^ 
Injoinsitrasoardoty, tprejfMCftl < 
And (taclofe all) omnipoteatly kind, ' ^ ' < 

' ^ Takes his delights aokoog the loos <^ men/* ^ 
"Wliaf ^rds are thefe !-««»-viAiid did tides' come fra 
heaT'-n? 

And were they fpoke to man? to goSkf vaial 

What are all myfteries to lOM like thisJ 

The fong of angeb, ail thelnelodtes 

Of choral gods, are waited ki the found ; 

Heal and exhilarate the broken heart. 

The' plung'd,, before, in horrors dark as night: 

Rich prelibation of confummate joyi 

Nor wait we diffolmion to be bleft. 
This final effort of the moral mufe, 

How juftly I titled! nor for me alone; 

For all that read; what fpirit of fupport. 

What heights of Confolation, crown my fong I 

Then, farewel Night ! of darknefs, now, no more 

Joy breaks; ftiines; triumphs ; 'tis eternal day. 

Shall that which rifes out of nought complain 

Of a few evils, paid with endlefs joys? 

My foul! henceforth, in fweeteft union join 

• Prov. Chap. viii. f The Confolatioi^, 
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The two fupportlof human happinefs. 
Which fome, erroneous, think can never meet; 
True tafte of life, and conflant thought of death j 
The thought of death, fole viftor of its dread! 
Hope be thy joy ; and probity thy skill ; 
Thy patron He, whofe diadem has droppM 
Yon gems of heav'n ; eternity, thy prize : 
^l^nd leave the racers of the world their own, 
Their feather, and their froth, for endlefs toil§ i 
They part with all for that which is not bread ; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, fame, power | 
And laugh to fcorn the fools that aim at more. 
How muft a fpirit, late efcap'd from earth, 
Suppofe Philander's, Lucia^ or Narciffa^ 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye. 
Look back, aftonifh'd, on the ways of men, 
Whofe lives whole drift is to forget their graves! 
And when our prefent privilege is paft, . 
To fcourge us with due fenfe of its abufe. 
The fame aftoniftiment will feize us all. 
What then muft pain us, would preferve us now, 
Lorenzo! 'tis not yet top late: Lorenzo! 
Seize wifdom, ere 'tis torment to be wife ; 
That is, feize wifdom, ere fhe feizes thee. 
For, what, my fmall philofopher ! is hell ? 
'Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the truth. 
When truth, refifted long, is fworn our foe; 
And calls Eternity to do her right. 

Thus, darknefs aiding intelleftual light, 
4nd facrcd filencc whifp'ring truths diyinei 
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And ti-uths divine converting pain to*peacc» 

My foQg the midnight raven has outwiog'd, ' 

And lliot, ambitious of unbouaded fcencs, 

Beyond the flaming limits of the world, i 

Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 

Of fancy, when our hearts remain below.' 

Virtue abounds in flatierers, and foes; 

Tifi pride, to praife her ; penance, to perform. 

To more than words, to more than worth of tongue, 

Lorenzo! rife, at this aufpicious hour; 

An hour, when heav'n's moll intimate with mao ; ' 

When, like a falling ftar, the ray divine ( 

Glides fwift into the bofom of the juft ; 

And juft are all, determin'd to reclaim ; 

Which fets that title high, within thy reach. . 

Awake, tbec : thy Philander calls : awake ! 

ThoUj who flialt wake, when the creation fleeps ; 

When, like a taper, all thefe funs expire j 

When Time, like him of Gaza in bis wrath. 

Plucking the pillars that fupport the world. 

In nature's ample ruins lies intomb'd ; 

And Midnight, univerfal Midnight ! reigns. 
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HRICE happy Job long Hv'd in regal ftate^ 
or faw the fumptuous eaft a prince fo great ; 
'hofe worldly ftores in fuch abundance flow'd, 
'hofe heart with fuch exalted virtue glowM. 
t length misfortunes take their turn to reigd, 
Qd ills on ills fucceed; a dreadful train! 
''hat now but deaths, and poVerty, and wrong, 
Sie fword wide-wafting, the reproachful tongue, 
nd fpotted plagues, that markM his limbs all o'eri 
> thick with pains, they wanted room for more? 
change fo fad what mortal heart could bear ? 
ihaufted woe had left him nought to fear ; 
at gave him all to grief. Low earth he preft, 
^ept in the duft, and forely fmote his breaft. 
is friends around the deep affliftion mourn'd, 
*lt all his pangs, and groan for groan returned j 
anguifti of their hearts their mantles rent, 
nd fcv'n long days in folemn filence fpent i 
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I 

A debt dftcfteact to diftrefs fo great! 
TbcutUb coDtamfd no more ; but cors'd luB f attfi 
Bkb da^if birth^ its inaurpicious light. 
He wiflies funk in (hades of endlefe night, 

* 

And blotted from the year; nor fAirs to craye 
Death, inftant teth i impadent for the gra^e. 
That feat of peace ^ that manfion of repofe. 
Where reft and mortals are no longer iFoes ; 
Wher« cranfeUom archuih'd, and migbty kings 
(O happy turn!) bo mere are wretched things. 

His words were daring, and difpleasM his friends 
His condud they reprove, and he defends ; 
And now they kindled into warm debate 
And fentiments opposed with equal heat i ^ 

Fixt in opinipn, both refufe to yield, ^ 

And fummon all their teafon to the field : 
So high at length their arguments were fcrotighti 
They reached the laft extent of human thought: 
A paufe enfu'd. — When, lo ! Heaven interpos'd, 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible furprize, 
A fudden whirlwind blacken'd all the Ikies: 
(They faw, and trembled !) from the darknefs brok 
A dreadful voice, and thus the Almighty fpokc. 

Who gives his tongue a loofe fo bold and vain, 
Cenfures my conduft,^nd reproves my reign? 
Lifts up his thought againfl: me from the dufl:,- 
And tells the world's Creator what is juft ? 
Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntlefs eye, 
Face my demand, and give it a reply: 
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Where didft thou dwell at nature's early bltth? 
Who laid foundations for the fpacious earth?.. 
Who on its furface did extend the line, 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine? 
Who fixM the corner-ftone? what hand, declare, 
Hung it on nought, and faften'd it in air ; 
When the bright morning ftars in concert fung. 
When heaven's high arch with loud hofanna's rung; 
When (houting fons of God the triumph crown'd. 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the found? 
Earth's numerous kingdoms, haft thou viewM them all? 
And can thy fpan of knowledge grafp the ball ? 
Who heav\i the mountain, which fublimely ftands. 
And cafts its (hadow into diftant lands? 

who, ftretching forth his fceptre o'er the deep. 
Can that wild world in due fubjeftion keep? 
I broke the globe, 1 fcoop'd its hollowM fide. 
And did a bafon for the floods provide ; 
I chain them with my word ; the boiling fea. 
Worked up in tempefts, hears ray great decree ; 
* Thus far, thy floating tide fliall be conveyM ; 
« And here, O main, be thy proud billows ftay'd.' 

Haft thou explored the fecrets of the deep. 
Where, Ihut from ufe, unnumberM treafures fleep; 
Where, down a thoufand fathoms from the day. 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the fea? 
Thofe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head ? 

Hath the cleft centre openM wide to thee? 
Death's inmoft chambers didft thou ever fee? 
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£'er knodii at hit tremeD j Ide 

To tlid|^ portal thro' th' inoiinbefitfluule? 
i>a[i^ aKdsofe ihades i but badesftill deeper 
My counfiels from the ken of hamao prUe. « 

Whwft dweUs the light ? in wh#refiilgent domeif 
And where has^urlcnrfs made her difmal home I 
Thoa kndw*ft« m doubt, fioce thy large heart is firai 
WUk ripea*d wifdom thro' long agds brought; 
Since natore was called forth when thou waft bgrj 
And into being rofe beneath thine eje! 

Are millt begotten i who their father kbew i 
l?rdm whom dqfeend the pearly drops of dew? 
To Und the ftream by nighty what hand can boaft^ 
Or whiten morhing, vmh the hoary froft i ^ . 
Whofe powerful breathy from northern regions nilfilli 
Touches the fea, and turns it into flpne? 
A fuddcn defart fpreads o*er realms defa($dj 
And lays one half of the creation wafte ? 

Thou know'ft me not} thy blindnefs cannot fee 
How vaft a diftance parts thy God from thee. 
Canft thou in whirlwinds mount aloft ? Canft thod 
In clbuds and darknefs wrap thy awful brow? 
And, when day triumphs in meridian lights 
Put forth thy hand, and Ihade the world with night/ 

Who launchM the clouds in air, and bid them roll 
Sufpendcd feas aloft, from pole to pole ? 
Who 6an refrefh the burning fandy plain. 
And quench the fummer with a wafte of rain? 
"Who in rough defarts, far from human toil. 
Made rocks bring forth, and dcfolation fmilc? 
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There blooms the rofe, where human face ne'er Ihone, 
And fpreads its beauties to the fun alone. 

To check the ftiowY, who lifts his hand on high, 
And (huts the iluices of th* exhaufted iky, 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
Her naked mountains, and herruffet plains; 
But, new in life, a chearfdl profpeft yields 
Of fhinihg rivers, and of verdant fields; 
When groves and forefts lavifla all their bloom, 
And earth and heav'n are filFd with rich perfume ? 
Haft thou e'er fcalM my wint'ry ikies, and feen 

Of hail and fnoivs my northern magazine? 

Thel'e the dread treafures of mine anger are^ 

My fund of vengeance for the day of war. 

When, clouds rain death, and ftorms, at my command, 

Rage thro' the world, orwafte a guilty land. 
Who taught the rapid winds to fly fo faft. 

Or ihakes the centre with his eaftern blaft ? 

Who from the ikies can a whole deluge pour? 

Who ftrikes thro' nature with the folemn roar 

Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall. 

And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball? 

Not he who trembles at the darted fires, 

Falls at the found, and in the flaih expires* 
Who drew the comet out to fuch a fize, 

And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the ikies? 

Did thy refentment hang him out? Does he 

Glare on the nations, and denounce, from thee ? 
Who on low earth can moderate the rein, 

That guides the ftars along th* ethereal plain? 
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Appoint their feafons, and direft their coarfe^ 
Their loftre brighten^ and fnpply their force? 
Caoft thou the ikies benevolence reftrain. 
And caufc the Pleiades to ihine in Tain i 
Or, when Orion fparklcs from his Iphere, 
Thaw the cold iipfon, and nnbind the year? 
Bid Mazzaroth his deftin'd ftation know. 
And teach the bright Ardhirus where to glow i 
Mine is the night, with all her ftars ; I poor 
Myriads, and myriads 1 referye in ftore. 

Doft thou pronounce where day-light ihall be bon 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn; . 
Awake the fun, and bid him come away, » 
And glad thy world with his obfcquions ray?' - -a 
liaft thou, inthron*d in flaming glory^ drit'tt 
Triumphant round thefpacious ringcfheavti? 
That pomp of light, what hand fo far difplays. 
That diftant earth lies basking in the blaze ? 

Who did the foul with her rich powers invert. 
And light up reafon in the human breaft ? 
To (hine, with frefli increafe of luftre, bright. 
When ftars and fun are fet in endlefs night ? 
To thefe my various queftions make reply. 
Th' Almighty fpokc; and, fpeaking, fliook the sky. 

What then, Chaldean fire, was thy furprize! 
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and down-caft eyes 

* Once and again, which 1 in groans deplore, 

* My tongue has err'd ; but (hall prcfumc no more* 

* My voice is in eternal filence bound, 

* And all my foul falls ptoftratc to the ground.* 
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Heceas'd: When, lo! again th' Almighty fpoke; 
The fame dread voice from the black whirlwind broke. 

Can that arm meafure with an arm divine ? 
And canft thou thunder with a voice like mine ? 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide-fpreading main, 
AVhen, mad with tempefts, all the billows rife 
In all their rage and dafh the diftant skies? 

Come forth, in beauty's excellence arrayed; 
And be the grandeur of thy pow'r difplay'd ; 
Put on omnipotence, and frowning make 
The fpacious round of the creation fhake; 
Difpatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low. 
And crumble them to duft. When this is done, 
I grant thy fafety lodged in thee alone ; 
Of thee thou art, and may'ft undaunted ftand 
Behind the buckler of thine own right hand. 

Fond man! the vifion of a moment made! 
Dream of a dream! and fhadowof a (hade! 
What worlds haft thou produc'd, what creatures framM, 
What infcfts cherifh'd, that thy God is blam'd? 
When, pain'd witlj hunger, the wild raven's brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for food, 
Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarfe requeft. 
And ftills the clamour of the craving neft ? 

Who in the cruel oftrich has fubdu'd 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude? 
While far fhe flies, her fcattcr'd eggs are found. 

Without an owner, on the fandy ground ; 
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Caijt out on fortune, they at mercy lye. 
And borrow life from an indulgent sky ; 
Adopted by the fan, in blaze of day. 
They ripen nnder his prolific ray. 
Unmindful ihe» that fome unhappy tread 
May crufli her young in then* negleded bed* 
What time (he skims along the field with fpeed^ 
She fcorns the rider, and purfuing fteed. 

How rich the peacock! what bright glories run 
From plume to plume, and rary in the fun! 
He proudly fpreads them to the golden ray. 
Gives aUhis colours, and adorns the day; 
With confcious ftate the ipaclous round difplays^ 
And flowly mores amid the waving blaze. 

Who taught the hawk to find, in feafons wife. 
Perpetual furaraer, and a change of fkies? 
When clouds deform the year, Ihe mounts the wind. 
Shoots to the fouth, nor fears the ftorm behind ; 
The fun returning, fhe returns again. 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 

Tho' ftrong the hawk, tho' praftis'd well to fly. 
An eagle drops her in a lower flcy ; 
An eagle, when deferting human fight. 
She feeks the fun in her unweary*d flight. 
Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 
So high in air, and feat her on the clift. 
Where far above thy world flie dwells alone,^ 
And proudly makes the fl:rength of rocks her own; 
Thence, wide o'er nature takes her dread furvey. 
And with a glance pjredeftinates her prey? 
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She feafts her young with blood, and, hov'ring o'er 
Th* unflaughterM hoft, enjoys the promisM gore, 

Know'ft thou how many moons, by me afTign'd, 
Roll o'er the mountain goat, and for eft hind, 
While pregnant they a mother's load fuftain ? ' 
They bend in anguifh, and caft forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed ; 
Walkunfuftain'd, and unaffifted feed; 
They live at once; forfake the dam's warm fide; 
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide; 
Bound o'er the lawn, or feek the diftant glade; 
And find a home in each delightful (hade. 

Will the tall reem, which knows no lord but me. 
Low at the crib, and aik an alms of thee ? 
Submit his unworn flioulder to the yoke, 
Break the ftifFclod, and o'er thy furrow fmoke? 
Since great his ftrength, go truft him, void of care; 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 
Bid him bring home the feafons to thy doors. 
And caft his load among thy gathered ftores. 

Didft thou from fervice the wild-afs difcharge. 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large. 
Thro* the wide wafte, his ample manfion, roam. 
And lofe himfelf in his unbounded home? 
By nature's hand magnificently fed. 
His meal is on the range of mountains fpread ; 
As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 
He fees in diftant fmoke the city throng ; 
Confcioiis of freedom, fcorns the fmotherM train, 
The tbreat'ning driver, and the fervile rein. 
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* 

Survey the warlike horfe ! didft thcra inveft 
With tlionder, his robiift diftended chcft ? 
, No fenfe of fear his dauntlefs foul allap; 

*Tis dreadful to behold his noftrils blaze;' 

* 

To paw the vale he proudly takes delight^ 
And^riumphs io the fulnefs of bis might; 
High-rais'd he fnufis the battle from afar. 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war; 
And mocks at death, and throws his foam arooiii}. 
And in a ftorm of fury (hakes the ground. 
How does his firm, his rifing hearty adyaucft 
Full on the brandifh'd fword, and ihaken laacei 
While his fixM eye-balls meet the dazzlmg fludd. 
Gaze, and retura the lightning of the field! 
He finks the fenfe of pain in generous pridc^ 
Nor feels the fhaft that trembles in his fide ; 
But neighs to the fhrill trumpet's dreadful blaft 
Till death ; and when he groans, he groans his laft. 

But, fiercer ftill, the lordly lion ftalks. 
Grimly majeftic in his lonely walks; 
When round he glares, all living creatures fly; 
He clears the defart with his rolling eye. 
Say, mortal, does he roufe at thy command. 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand? 
Doft thou for him in forefls bend thy bow. 
And to his gloomy den the morfcl throw. 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood. 
And, couch'd in dreadful ambufh, pant for blood; 
Or, ftretch'd on broken limbs, confume the day^ 
In darkncfs wrapt, and flumber o'er their prey ? ■ 
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By the pale moon they take their deftin'd round. 
And lafh their fides, and furious tear the ground. 
Now flirieks, and dying groans, the defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous jaws diftil 
With crimfon foam; and, when the banquet's o'er. 
They ftride away, and paint their fteps with gore ; 
In flight alone the fliepherd puts his truft, 
And fliudders at the talon in the duft. 

Mild is my Behemoth, tho* large his frame; 
Smooth is his temper, and repreft his flame. 
While unprovokM. This native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts afliore for food ; 
Earth finks beneath him, as he moves along 
To feek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 
See, with what ftrength his hardened loins are bound. 
All over proof, and {hut againft a wound. 
How like a mountain cedar moves" his tail! 
Nor can his complicated finews fail. 
Built high and wide, his folid bones furpafs 
The bars of fteel; his ribs are ribs of brafs; 
His port majeftic, and his armed jaw. 
Give the wide foreft, and the mountain, law. 
The mountains feed him ; there the beafts admire 
The mighty ftranger, and in dread retire: 
At length his greatnefs nearer they furvey. 
Graze in his fliadow, and his eye obey. 
The fens and marfhes are his cool retreat. 
His noon-tide flielter from the burning heat ; 
Their fedgy bofoms his wide couch are made, 
And groves of willows give hira all their fliade. 
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His eye drinks JorJan up, wben, fir'd with drought. 
He (ruda to turn its current down his throat; "I 

In ieffcn'd waves it creeps along the plain : i 

Hs finks a rivr, and he thirfts again. ') 

Go to the Nile, and, from iis fruitful fide, ^ 

Caft forth thy line into the fwelling tide : 4 

"With flender hiir Leviathan command, I 

And (Irctch his vaftnefs on the loaded flritnd. < 

Will he become thy fervant? Will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown? < 

Or with his fport amufe thy leihire day. 
And, bound in filk, with thy foft maidens play? 

Shall pompous banquets ("well with fuch a prize ? 
And the bow! journey round his ample fize? ' 

Or the debating merchants (hjre the prey, 
And various limbs to various marts convey? 
Thro' his firm ftult whit fteel its way can win ? 
"What forceful engine can fubdue his ikio ? 
Fly far, and Hire; tempt not his matchlefs might j 
The braveft flirink to cowards in his fight ; 
The raflieft dare not roufe him up : who then 
Shall turn on me, among the fons of men? 

Am I a debtor? Haft thou cTcr heard 
Whence come the gifts which are on me confcrr'd ? 
My lavifti fruit a thoufand valleys fills, 
And mine the herds, that graze a thoufand hills: 
Earth, fea, and air, all nature is my own; ' 
And ftars and fun are duft beneath my throne. 
And dar'ft thou with the world's great father vye, 
TJipu, who doll tremble at my creature's eye f 
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At full my huge Leviathan fhall rife, 
Boaft all his flrength, and fpread his wond'fous fizc. 
Who, great in arms, e*er ftrippM his (hining mail. 
Or crown'd his triumph with a fingle fcale? 
"Whofe heart fuftains him to draw near? Behold, 
Deftruftion yawns; his fpacious jaws unfold. 
And, marfhard round the wide expanfe, difclofe 
Teeth edgM with death, and crouding rows on rows: 
What hideous fangs on either fide arife! 
And what a deep abyfs between them lies! 
Mete with thy lance, and with thy plummet found. 
The one how long, the other how profound. 

His bulk is charg'd with fuch a furious foul. 
That clouds of fmoke from his fpread noftrils roll. 
As from a furnace ; and, when rous'd his ire. 
Fate ifTues from his jaws in ftreams of fire. 
The rage of tempefts, and the. roar of fcas. 
Thy terror, this thy great fuperior pleafe ; 
Strength on his ample fhoulder fits in ftate; 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete; 
His flakes of folid flefh are flow to part ; 
As fl:eel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 

When, late-awak'd, he rears him from the floods. 
And, ftretching forth his fliature to the clouds. 
Writhes in the fun aloft his fcaly height. 
And ftrikes the diftant hills with tranfient light. 
Far round are fatal damps of terror fpread, 
The mighty fear, nor blufli to own their dread. 

Large is his front; and, when hisburniflvd eyes 
Lift their broad lids, the morning feeras to rife. 
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In vain may death in various fhapes invade, j 

The fwift-wing'd arrow, the defcending blade; ^ 

His naked breaft their impotence defies; 
The dart rebounds, the brittle fauchion flies. | 

Shut in himfcif, the war without he hears, | 

Safe in the tempeft of their rattling fpcars ; » 

The cumber'd (trand their wafted voliies flrow; 
His fport, the rage and labour of the foe. 

His pafiiraes like a caldron boil the flood, j 

And blacken ocean with the rifing mud ; , 

The billows feel him, as he works his way; i 

His hoary fooilleps ihinc along the fea ; 
The foam high-wrought, with white, divides the greo 
And diftant failors point where death has been. 

His like earth bears not on her fpacious face: 
Alone in nature ftands his dauntlcfs race, 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd. 
la wrath he rolls his baleful eye around ; 
Makes ev'ry fwoln, difdainfu.l heart, fubfidc,^ 
And holds dominion o'er the fons of pride. 

Then the Chaldean eas'd his lab'ring breaft. 
With full conviiTtion of his crime oppreft. 

• Thou can'ft accomplifli all things, Lord of mighi 

« And ev'ry thought is naked to thy fight. 

' But oh! thy ways are wonderful, and lye 

■ * Beyond the deepeit reach of mortal eye. 

' Oft have 1 heard of thine almighty pow'r; 

* But never faw thee till this dreadful hour. 

« O'erwhelm'd with fiiame, the I^rd of life I fee; 

* Abhor myfelf, and give my foul to thee. 
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Nor fliall my weakncfs tempt thine anger more: 
Man was not made to queftion^ but adore.' 



NOTES. 



IT is difputed among the critics who was the author 
of the book of Job. Some give it to Mofes ; fome 
:o others. As I was engaged in this little performance. 
Tome arguments occurred to me, which favour the for- 
ner of thcfe opinions ; which arguments I have flung 
nto the following notes, where little elfe is to be ex- 
pefted. 

Page 365, Thrice happy Job, &c.") The Almighty's 
peech, chap, xxxviii. &c. which is what I paraphrafc 
n this little work, is by much the fineft part of the no- 
Dleft, and moft ancient poem in the world. Bifhop Pa- 
:rick fays, its grandeur is as much above all other po- 
nry, as thunder is louder than a whifper. In order to 
Pet this diftinguiflied part of the poem in a fuller light, 
md give the reader a clearer conception of it, I have a- 
Dridged the preceding and fubfequent parts of the po- 
^m, and joined them to it; fo that this piece is a fort 
3f an epitome of the whole book of Job. 

I ufe the word paraphrafe, becaufe I want another 
ivhich might better anfwer to the uncommon liberties I 
lave taken. 1 have oiiiitted,added, and tranfpofed. The 
Mountain, the Comet, ih:: Sun, and other parts, are in- 
cirely added: the Peacock, the Lion, &:c. are much in- 
!arged: and I have thrown the whole into a method 
iiore fuitable to our notions of regularity. The judi- 
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4Bi0ii8» if thejr compare this p.^^^ ^.^ .^ oi^i^ba^iqHji 
^ flatter my felf» fiod the res bos for the gre^rJHbotiaBt] 
liave indulged myfelfinthroagh the whole. .& 

Lcmginas has a chapter oil interrogattoo^ .^4lfl^' 
ihewi that they contribute mudi to the fublime* Tom 
fptejcd^ .of the Almigh^ it made up of tfaeoK: Intesmlo 
Qon feems mdeed ibe proper ftyle of majefty m \ mm\ 
It di$!rs from other manner of reinroofi aa biAlflfl 
a po^fiH) execute himCelfy does frmn a commcMncaH! 
om for he that aiks the guilty a proper queftiiteit vosSjm 
Uwyineffe^ipafsfeiKencciQDhimfelf* '^M{ 

Page 366. Frmn fbe 4^knefs broke "^M^ 

- d dreadful vpice^ und thus tbi Atm^btyJ^kem'^^m 
: The book of Job is well known to be dramatic^ «fl 
like the tragedies of old Greece^ it fi&ion built on tnrifl 
Probably this moft noble part of it, the Ahnighcy fpedfl 
ing out of the whirlwind (fo fuitablc to the after prtol 
ticc of the Greek ftage, when there happened dignus | 
vindice nodus ^ is fiftitious ; but it is a fiAion more agree- ! 
able to the time in which Job lived, than to any fincc 
Frequent, before the law, were the appearances of the ' 
Almighty after this manner, Exodus, ch. xix, Ezek, ch. 
i. &€• Hence is he faid to * dwell in thick darkncfs: 
* and have his way in the whirlwind/ 

Page 367. Thus far thy floating tide, &c.] There if 
a very great air in all that precedes; but this is fignal- 
ly fublime. We are ftruck with admiration to fee the 
•vaft and ungovernable ocean receiving commands, and 
punftually obeying them ; to find it like a managed 
horfe, raging, tolling, and foaming, but by the rule and 
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fflircftion of its maftcr. This paffage yields in fublimi- 
ty to that of * Let there be light/ 8cc. to much only, 
ais the abfolute government of nature yields to the ere- 
sinoB of it. 

The like fpirit in thefe two paffages is no bad con- 
current argument, that Mofes is^uthor of the book of 
Job. * 

Page 371. When, pained with hunger, the wild ra* 
-Tjen's brood, &C.3 Another argument that Mofes was 
the author, is, that moft of the creatures here menti- 
oned are Egyptian. The reafon given why the raven is 
particularly mentioned iw an objeft of the care of Pro- 
k vidence, is, becaufe, by her clamorous and importunate 
Woice, flie particularly feems always calling upon it; 
iJRhence xo/jow-o-o) a ytofoi,, is to alk earneftly, Aelian. 1. it, 
^'c.48. And fince there were ravens on the banks of 
r the Nile more clamorous than the reft of that fpecies, 
i' thofe probably are meant in this place. 

Ibid. Who in the cruel oftrich has fubdu'd fee,"] 
There are many inftances of this bird's ftupidity; let 
two fuflnice. 

Firft, It covers its head in the reeds, and thinks itfelf 
all out of fight. 

Stat lumine claufo 

Ridendum revoluta caput ; credit que latere, 

^ae non ipfa videt Claud. 

Secondly, They that go in purfuit of them, draw the 
/kin of an oftrich's neck on one hand, which proves a 
fufEcient lure to take them with the otlicr. 
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•^ They have fo Kttle brain^ that Heliogabalas Iffld fi^ 
hundred heads for his fupper. % 

^ Here we may obferTe, that our judicious as weH'U 
fiiblime author, jufl: touches the great points of dilljjw- 
tion in each creature, and then haftens to another. A 
defcription is cxzSt wj|en you cannot add, but whtf is 
common to another thing; nor withdraw, but fome^ 
thing peculiarly belonging to the thing defcribed. A 
likenefs is loft in too much defcription, as a meaning 
often in too much illuftration. 

Page 372. What timejhejkims along thejield^ &c] 
Here is markM another pecu^gr quality of this crea- 
t^e, which neither flies, nor runs diftin£Uy» but has i 
motion compofed of both, and, ufing its wings as fails, 
makes great fpeed. 

Vafta velut Libyae venantum vocibus ales 

Cum premitur^ callidas curfu tranfmittit arenas ^ 

Inque modum veli ftnuatis fiamine fennis 

Tiilverulenta volat. Claud, in Eutr. 

Ibid. 6 ke /corns the rider , and purfuing JleedJ] 
Xenoplion fays, Cyrus had horfes that could overtake 
the goat, and the wild-afs; but none that could reach 
this creature. A thoufand golden ducats, or a hundred 
camels, was the dated price of a horfe that could equal 
their fpced. 

Ibid, tio^v rich the peacock^ &c.] Though this bird 
is but jufl mentioned in my author, I could not forbear 
going a little farther, and fpreading thofe beautiful 
plumes (which are there (hut up) into half a dozen 
lines. The circumftance I have marked of hisopenin 
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JMis plumes, to the fun is true. Expandit color es adverjo 
I msximefoki quiaftcfulgentius radiant. Plin. 1.x. c. 20* 
; Page 37CJ. Th9'/lrong the hawi, thtf fradis'd well i0 
i Jfy*'} Thuanus (de Re Accip.) mentions a hawk that flew 
^ from Paris to London in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its fwifmefs, made 
\ it their fymbol for the wind ; for which reafon we may 
* fuppofe the hawk, as well as the crow above, to have 
% been a bird of note in Egypt. 

r Ibid. Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread, fur'* 
^ vey^ &c.] The eagle is faid to be of fo acute a fight, 
that when ihe is fo high in air, that man cannot fee her, 
file can difcern the fmalleft fifli under water. My au- 
thor accurately underftood the natures of the creatures 
he defcribes, and feems to have been a naturalift as 
well as a poet, which the next note will confirm. 

Page 373. Know' ft thou how many moons ^ by me af 
fign^dy &C.3 The meaning of this queftion is, know'fl: 
thou the time and circumftances of their bringing forth? 
for to know the time only was eafy, and had nothing ex- 
traordinary in it; but the circumftances had fomething^ 
peculiarly exprcffive of God's providence, which makes 
the queftion proper in this place. Pliny obferves, that 
the hind with young is by inftinft dircfted to a certain 
herb called fefelis^ which facilitates the birth. Thun- 
der alfo (which looks like the more immediate hand 
of Providence) has the fame effcft, Pf. xxix. In fo ear- 
ly an age to obfcrve thefc things may ftile our author 
• a naturalift. 

Page 374% Survey the warlike horfe^ &C.3 The de- 
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of the horfe it the moft celelXU|4. o^i^ 
die poesu There it an eacellent critiqae oof k m^ 
.ifpatdiant. I Audi therefore only obfdiife. thmt, jttltf 
definiptioii^ u in other'tmrts of diis fp^ch, ow 
tngflatwD has much more fpirit than- the 
il alvayt takei the otflgi&al in the moft pocnical 
enlted feiife» fo that moft commenutorsy eyen ob 
Hebrew itielf^.fall beneath it* . 

Page 375. By the fait nm% tbiy take ibeir defihfi 
rmmdf &c] Porfuing their prey, by night it am 
ipsfttrild beaftt» particularly the licxi^ Pf« df« 
"^(le Arabiaat have one among Adr 500 namet fwj 
fifil^ which fi^piifiet the honter by moon-(hine« 
> ^^6• Hejmks m rher^ ami be tbirfts again, &c«3^ 
(^ Gifbifi gladdle cafutf ^Jurtus anbflam 
Enre^im Fytbcn, ammmque avertere panU. 

Stat. Thcb. v. 349. 
^uifpiris tegeret montes^ bauriret hiatu 
Flumina^ &c. Glaud. Praef. in Ruf. 

Let not then this hyperbole feem too much for an 
eaftern poet, though fome commentators of name ftrain 
hard in this place for a new conftrufiion, through fear 
of it. 

Ibid. Go to the Nile, and from it s fruitful Jide^ &€.] 
The taking the crocodile is mod difficult. Diodorus 
fays they are not to be taken but by iron nets. When 
Auguftus conquered Egypt, he ftruck a medal, the im-" 
prefs of which was a crocodile chainM to a palm-tree^ 
with this infcription. Nemo antea relegavit. 

Ibid, The rojfjeft dare not rovfe him up^ &C.3 This 
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lUudes to a «Q(!biii of this creature^ which is^ when fat- 
id with fifh, to come alhore, and ileep among the reeds. 

Page 377. ' Behold, ^ 

Dejlruiiion yawns ^ his fpacious jaws unfold, &c,3 
The crocodile's mouth is exceeding wide. When he 
^apeSj fays Pliny ,^/ totum os. Martial fays to his old 
vtroman, 

Cum comparata ridibus tuts era 

Niliacus hahet crocodilus angufta. 
So that the expreffion here is barely juft. 

Ibid. Fate ijfues from his jaws in fir earns pf fire^ 
This too is nearer truth than at firft view may be ima- 
gined. The crocodile, fay the naturalifts, lying long 
under water, and being there forced to hold its breathy 
when it emerges, the breath long rcpreft is hot, and 
burfts out fo violently, that it refembles fire and fmoke. 
The horfe fuppreffes not his breath by any means fo 
long, neither is he fo fierce and animated; yet the moft 
correft of poets ventures to ufe the fame metaphor con-* 
cerning liim. 

Colledumque premens volvlt fub naribus ignem^ 
By this and the foregoiug note I would caution againft 
a falfe opinion of the eaftern boldnefs, from paffages in 
them ill underftood. 

Ibid. Large is his front ; and, when his burnijb^d 
eyes^ &c.] His eyes are like the eye-lids of the morning. I 
think this gives us as great an image of the thing it 
would exprefs, as can enter the thought of man. It is 
not improbable, that the Egyptians ftole their hierogly- 
phic for the morning, ^vhich is the crocodile^s eye, from 
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Uu> paSkge, though' no commentate I^BK hea mt 
pons it. h it cafy to conceire bow the Egyptiams flioi 
b^both readers and admirers of thewiitings of Mo( 
irtMRn I fnppofc the author of ^is ppem* 

I'haTe obferved already* that three or four o;f t 
creatures here defatbcd are Egyptian ; the two laft i 
notorioufly fot they are the river-horfe and thecroi 
dtle» thofe celebrated inbabhantB of the Nilej and 
thefe two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It woi 
have been expcAed from an author more reml^te fii 
dutnTer than Mofes, in a catalogue of creatvresp 
dnced to magnify their Greatof^to hare dwelt oa.i 
rao largeft works of his band, ^z. the elephant a 
the whale; this is fo natural aa expcflation, that (o 
commentators have rendered behemoth and Jcviath; 
the elephant and whale, though the defcripiions in c 
author will not admit of it; but Mofes being (as ■ 
may well fuppofe) under an immediate terror of i 
hippopotamos and crocodile from their daily mifchii 
and ravages around him, it is very accountable why 
ihould permit them to take place. 
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